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RUITFUL in good and ill, the teaming earth 
F To wheat and tares affords promiſcuous birth : 
At once, from nature's womb, riſe woe and weal ; 
The ſprings that poiſon, and the ſtreams that heal. | 
Nay more, her offspring each and all contain, 
Within themſelves, both antidote and bane. 

Each is a jarring world, where death yields life; 
And concord riſes out of endleſs ſtrife. 

Each ſeems diſtinct, yet all together bound : 
And ſeparate and collectively is found 

A hoard of infinite; a countleſs maſs 

Of miracles within a blade of graſs. 


Firſt of the tribe, and maſter of the whole, 
Man ſtands erect; the ſovereign and the ſoul. 
In him all union and difunion ſhine : | 
He's now. above half brute ; now more than half divine, 
Wayward in humour; infinite in wit; | 


The flave of all, to none will he ſubmit ; ; 


In act an idiot; in conceit a ſage; 

Mov'd by a breath, he'll brave the tempeſt's rage; ; 
Now ſoar, a demi-god; now fink, a ſtraw ; 

Now weep, a child; now give the planets law. 


Railing at wretchedneſs, in folly wiſe, | 
Alive to all the bliſs that he denies, y 
Worthy your laughter or perhaps your tears, 
Brain-fick of errors paſt, to night appears 
A moody mortal; ſketch'd on this mad plan; 

A ſurly miſanthrope, and yet a man. 


Within his orbit other beings move ; 
Some urg'd by av'rice, others ſpurr'd by love, 
To aid or injure him, as paſſion drives; 
The worſt of ſervants; and the beſt of wives: 


With many more, all waiting here within; 


My taſk being ended, ready to begin; 
Hear, and decide, like men who think and feel : 


For, from this night's decree, there's no appeal. 
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DESERTED DAUGHTER: 
„ 


1 
SCENE * The Houſe of Mr. MoxrDENT, 


MorDeNnT and DONALD in anger. 


* 


25 DoN AL p. 
IN the black de'el glowr at me, I'ze tell ye 

my mind ! Diſchairge me an ye wull: Ia 

been nae mair but therty years i' the faimily. I 
care nae for yeer canker'd girns! An ye wad 


nae hear faſhus tales, ye munna be guilty o' fow 


deeds! 5 

Mor. (Looking anxiouſly round) Will you ſpeak 
in a lower key ?—Earth is wholly inhabited, by 
Harpies, and I am eternally haunted by the moſt 
malignant of them! 1 
Don. An I get nae tidings of her to-day, I'ze 


advertize for her i' the public papers! Ay, and 


I'ze gar yeer name be imprented at full langth! 


Mor. (Terrified) Print my name: 
Don. The de'el hike me on his horns gin I 
dunna, : | Ne OL 

Mor. Demon ! I'll blow your brains out! 

Fo ro 
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Don. Fiz, wi” your flaſh i'the pan! I dunna 
fear ye! Yeer raſh and mad enoch! Sham be- 
tide ye! A father abandon his child? 
Mor. Leproſy ſeize your licentious tongue, 
Vill you ſpeak lower ? Did I abandon her? 
Don. Ye wad nae acknowledge her; wad nae 
ſee her; never frae the time that ſhe war a wee 
tot at the knee! Gin ye had a hairt ye wad nae 
| aixpoſe her tul.—( Holding up his hands in terror. ) | | 
| Mor. What? 
| Don. Tramp the ſtreets! Aixpald the warld of 
- oneſty by her ain father! And why, trow? She 
| is a naitural child ! To beget cheldren, and then 
| turn them adrift to bag, ſteal or ſtairve, f 1s a dam- 
ned unnaitural deed! _ 

Mer. Prophet of evil! Would you tell all the 
family? Expoſe me to my wife? | | 

Don. I'ze aixpoſe ye tul the whole uy 
I dunna find her! And what the muckle © 
ſhall I be gin I do? A thrawart poverty maun 
be her lot! Ye ha' diced, and drabbed, and 
ſquandered, and mortgaged, till ye wall na hae 
a bawbee tul yeerſal! 

Mor. Ceaſe your croaking, raven! Do you 

govern this houſe, or I ? 

Don. Govern, trow ? Balzebub himſal is the 

overnor ! There is yeer pett ſteward! Anvauld 
whilly wha! Tak warning! I ha' toud ye afore- 
time and I tell ye ain, he's a raſcal. 

Mor. Viper, tis falſe! If the earth hold an 
honeſt man, Mr. Item is ge. 

Don. Oneſt? A juggling loon ohell! He 
feigns to borrow the tiller for ye wetch he lends 
himſal; and the walthy poſſaſſions ye lang ſyne 
held wull eftſoon be aw his ain. 

Mor. I fay tis falſe! His truth, integrity and 
zeal are unexampled ! 


Don. Marcy o God, yo 'er bewetched | 


Mor. 
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Mor. What a den of miſery is this world! 
Swarming with one ſet of fiends that raiſe the 
whirlwind of the paſſions, and with another that 
beſet and tantalize the bewildered wretch for 
having been overtaken by the ſtorm ! 

Don. Poor Joanna: Winſom lafſey—T ze keep 


my ward! 

Mor. Can nothing ſtop your peſtiferous 
tongue? Have I not fifty times deſcended to ex- 
planation, and ſhewn you that.l muſt not, cannot, 

_ own her? 4 


Don. Dare not! Ye hanna the hairt to be 
oneſt ! Ye bogle at ſhadows! 
Mor. Pertinacious devil! The public clamour 
and diſgrace, the affected ſufferings and inſult- 
ing forbearance of Lady Anne, the reſentment 
of her imperious family, are theſe ſhadows ? 


SCENE II. Enter Mrs. SARSNET. 


Mrs. Sar. What is it you are pleaſed to be 

talking, prays about my lady, Mr. Scotch Do- 
nald? 

. Troth, Mrs. Engliſh Sarlaets, nae ward 

o ill. 

Mrs: Sar. III truly! No, fir, my lady may 
defy her worſt enemies! Though there are folks, 
who ought to adore the very ground ſhe treads. 
upon, that uſe her like a Turk ! 

Mor. How now? 

Mrs. Sar. I name no names. 

Mor. Who ſent for you here, Miſtreſs ? 

Mrs. Sar. My lady ſent me here, ſir. 

Mor. And did ſhe bid you behave with imper- 
tinence? 

Mrs. Sar. She, indeed! A dear ſuffering ſaint? 5 
She bid me always behave vith affability and 

DE ; mug 
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decorum : and ſo 1 would, if I could. But it 
would provoke an angel ! | 5 : 


Mer. And what is it your wiſdom thinks ſo 


provoking ? 
Mrs. Sar. To ſee a ſweet lady ſit for hours, 


and pine and prieve ; and then, when ſome folks 


are in fight, pretend to ſmile and be all afignation 
and contentment, when all the while her poor 
heart is ready to break | 
Mor. Then ſhe complains to you ? IP 
Mrs. Sar. I ſaid no ſuch thing, fir! No: ſhe 
complains to no chriſtian ſoul; more's the ſhame! 
I with ſome folks had a little of my ſpirit! other 
folks, mayhap, mut find the difference! 
Don. Troth, an yee wad nae be ſneaking o' 
that, Mrs. Sarſnet. 
Mrs. Sar. A poor weak woman, who can only 
take her own part by crying, and fainting ! 


Don. Ye forget, Mrs. Sarſnet, there are fome - 


poor weak women that ha' tongues and nails. 


Mrs. Sar. Have they, Mr. Snap-ſhort? Why 


then, if I had you for a huſband, mayhap 1 


would let you ſee that I could uſe them. 
Don. The muckle de'el may doubt yee! - 
Mrs. Sar. It's a ſhame, Mr. Donald, for you 
to be getting into corners, and whiſpering and 
peering and plotting to my lady's. diſhonour ! 
Don. (Angry) I plotting ? How dare yee, Mrs. 
Sarſnet. | | 
Mor. Silence, with you both! 
Mrs. Sar. You ought to be aſhamed of making 
yourſelf a ſpy, and a ſkip-jack go-between! 
Don. I a ſkip-jack? Varra weel! Yee hear, 
fir, what are my thanks! Tis unco weel! I hae 
but my deſairts! True enoch, Iam a go-between! 
Mrs. Far. Yes, yes; we know that very well, 
Mr. Donald, © - | 
Don, 
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Don. But nae ſic go-between as yee, Mrs. 
Malapert, may thenk me! I hae been a truſt 
worthy caterer tul the family: (To Mordent.) 
a ſlave tul yeer revels, and yeer roots, and 


- yeer " banquetings. *Tis lang ſyne ye made me 


yeer purveyor; but nae- man ever yet made 


me his pander ! 
Mor. Begone! See if Mr. Item is returned. 


Mrs. Sar. Ah! There's another! 
Don. Skip-jack ? Go- between? Mag' s maliſon 


- & yeer ſpitefoo' tongue-gab ! [ Exit, 


SCENE III. MorpztnT and Mrs. SARSNET. _ 


Mor. Did your lady, I ſay, inſtrutt you to be- 


have with this inſolence ? 
Mrs. Sar. You know very well, fir, my lady 1 is 


the beſt of wives ! ſhe ſent me on a civil meſ- 


ſage, and bid me ſpeak with properiety : and ſo, if 
ſpeaking one's mind and telling the truth be a 


fault, its all my own. 


Mor. I'll put an end to this. 
Mrs. Sar. Oh, to be ſure ; you may tell my 


lady and get me turned away, if you pleaſe! be-, 


cauſe, I know very well, if you bid her, ſhe 


will do it! 
Mor. Prometheus . his vulture is no fable! 


Mrs. Sar. But, as it is all for love of my lady, 
I am ſure the Earl of Oldcreſt, her father, will 
give me a ſitiation. He knows, mayhap, more 
than you may think. So does the Viſcount her 
brother, too ; her aunt lady Mary, and her uncle 
the Biſhop : and every body is not obliged to be 


ſo blind and ſo tame as my lady 


Mor, What 1s it they know ? 
Mrs. Sar. That's more than I can ſay; but 


| they have all been here, and my _ deſires to 


ſpeak with you. 
B 3 Lon” Mor. 


6 - THE DESERTED DAUGHTER. 


Mor. (Afide.) Indeed !—I have no leiſure. 

Mrs. Sar. Ha! I told my lady fo! 

Mor. Begone! inform your lady, I have tor- 
mentors enough; and have no inclination to in- 
creaſe the number. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Sar. I prognoftified the anſwer A good 
for nothing chap!—T know very well what is be- 
coming of a huſband! He ſhould love his wife, 


dearly, by day and by night! ! he ſhould wait upon 


her; and give her her own way ; and keep her 


from the cold, and the wet; and provide her with 


/ 


every thing comfortable ; and if ſhe happen to 
be in an ill humour, Would coax her, and bear a 
little ſnubbing patiently ! Humph ! The fellows! 
What are they good for? | [ Exit, 


SCENE IV. Changes to the Steward's Room. 
ITEM and GRIME meeting. 

Tem. (Eagerly.) My dear Grime, I am glad 
you are come! Well, is the deed prepared? | 
Grime. Ready Rok ſealing. Mr. Mordent 
never examines what he ſigns! he truſts all to 

ou! 
: [tem. We cannot be too ſafe. But, this other 
affair? this Joanna? What have you done ? 
Have you decoyed her to Mrs. Enfield's ? 
Grime. Really, Mr. Item, ſhe is ſo fine a crea- 
ture that, when I conſigned her over, I am not a 
true Chriſtian if I did not feel ſuch a twinge 
here !— 
Item. Curſe your twinges? Is ſhe ſafe? Did 
ſhe ſuſpett nothing ? 
Grime. No, no! The poor innocent bleſſed 
herſelf, to think what a kind protettreſs Provi- 


dence had ſent her ! 


Item. (Jay.) T hat is * That is well! 
Grime. 


AGG 1:7 7 
Grime. But I do not yet underſtand why you 


ſhould ſeek the ruin of this lovely creature? 
Item. I? You miſtake: tis Mr. Mordent ! 

_ Grime, What, wifh deſtruction to his child? 

© Ttem. No, no. We neither of us ſeek he 

harm; but our own ſafety. 

Grime. Which way? © 

Item. He has various tormentors ; his wife, or 
rather her proud relations, are among the chief; 
and he dreads they ſhould come to the knowledge 
of this ſecret. But his ſtrongeſt terror is of 
being detected, in having for years diſowned a 
child who, if now produced, would be his ever- 
laſting diſgrace. COAT RIRF 3 E 
Grime. Then he does not know that his daugh- 
ter is no in the houſe of Mrs. Enfield ? 

Item. Not a word. His plan, for the preſent, 
1s to ſettle her in ſome profeſſion ; for this he will 
beſtow a thouſand pounds, which, ha, ha, ha! 1 
am to expend. : 

Grime. ( fignificantly.) Or keep? 

Jem. ( Ajide.) Plague! I have ſaid too much. 

Grime. (Aſide.) Oh, oh! A thouſand pounds? 

Item. 'That—that, my dear Grime, would be a 

altry motive. 1 5 

Grime. ( Aſide.) I'll have my ſhare ! 7 

Item. Mr. Mordent has been all his life 
ſquandering, like a blockhead, what I have been 
prudently picking up. 

. Grime, And pretty pickings you have had, Mr. 
r fs Bro tree; WRT | 

Item. (Exulting.) I have him in the toils! In- 

tereſt accumulating upon intereſt, and all in ar- 
ear. I can forecloſe upon him when I pleaſe, 
for all except the Berkſhire eſtate; and by this 
ſecond mortgage, agreeably to the deed you have 

. brought, 
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brought, equity of redemption will be forfeited, 


and that as well as the reſt will then be mine ! 
Grime. If he had but ſigned and ſealed 
Item. Which he ſhall do this very day. 
Grime. Still, why are you the enemy of Ja. ? 
What have you to fear from her? 
Item. Much! Very much! An ation of re- 


covery ! 


Grime. How ſo? She has no title ! She is ille- 

gitimate! 

Item. Would ſhe were! No, no; a lawful 
daughter, born in- wedlock ; her mother poor 
but virtuous, and died in childbed; Fearful it 
ſhould injure his ſecond marriage with lady 
Anne, he never produced the infant, but told his 
man, Donald, it was a natural daughter, and by his 
intermiſſion ſecretly maintained and had her 
educated. 

Grime. Why not employ the ſame agent ſtill ? 

Tiem. Becauſe this Donald has got the fool's 
diſeaſe, pity, and threatens to make Mordent 
own his daughter, or impeach. 

' Grime. And it was prudent to place ber be- 
yond Donald's knowledge ? ; 


Item. It was. 
Grime, Ha! Tis a ſtrange world! Well, now, 


Mr. Item, give me leave to ſay a word or two on 


my own affairs. 
Item. To be ſure my dear friend! n and 


ſpare not. 
Grime. There is the thouſand pounds, you 


mentioned. | v9 
Item. ( Aſide.) Hem ! 
Grime. Then the premium on this mortgage— 
In ſhort, Mr. Item, I do all your buſineſs, ſtand 


Item. 
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Item. You are my right hand, the apple of my 
eyes! 

Grime. Ay, but— 

Item. The deareſt friend I have on ws $--. 

Grime. The diviſion of profits 

Irem. Don't mention it. Am not I your ien ? 
I ſhall not live for ever. 

Grime. No, nor I neither. Friendſhip— | 

Item. Don't think of it. You can't V Aigtruſt 
me ! The firſt and beſt friend you ever had! 

Grime, Fine words 

Item. (Evading.) Yonder is * * (Calls.) 
Clement. 


SCENE V. Enter CLEeMENT. 


Clem. Sir. 

Tem. Fetch the title deeds of the Berkſhire 
eſtate from my good friend Mr. Grime's. 

Grime. Well, but— | 

Tiem. Any time, to-day. 

Clem. Very well, fir. TE” [ Exit. 

Grime. Once again, Mr. Item— 

Item. And, Clement! | 

_ Grime, I ſay the diviſion 

Jtem. (Liſtens.) Hark! I hear Mr. Mor- 
dent ! 

Grime. (Afide.) It ſhall not paſs- off ak I 
begin to know you! 

Item. I would not have you ſeen juſt now— 
My dear Grime ! My kind friend! Through this 
uy Some other opportunity |! Pray oblige 
me! 
Grime. Well, well ( fe.) The next time we 
meet, you mall know mage of my mind. 

[ Exit Grime. 
Item. (Angry.) The raſcal begins to grow 


trouble- 
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troublefome !---Take care of the ſteps, good 
Nr. Grime! [ Follows. 


SCENE VI. Emer MorpDeNnrt. ng 


| Mor. What is life? A continual cloud; preg- 
nant with miſchief, malignity, diſeaſe and death. 
Happineſs? An ignis fatuus. Pleaſure? A non- 
entity. Exiſtence ? A misfortune, a burthen. 
None but fools condeſcend to live. Men exert 
their whole faculties to torture one another. 
Animals are the prey of animals. Flowers bloom 
to be plucked and periſh. The very graſs grows 
to be torn and eaten: trees to be mangled, ſawed, 
rooted up, and burned. The whole 1s a ſyſtem 
of exquiſite miſery, and I have my full propor- 
tion !—Oh! this girl! Why am thus perturbed 
concerning her? She can but be wretched; and 
wretchedneſs is the certain fate of all | “ But 
& then, the world? Why what an infatuated aſs 
«am I; contemning the world and all it con- 
6 tains, yet living in continual dread of its re- 
„proof!“ | 


[ Re-enter Ir E.] 


Well, my good Mr. Item, this poor Joanna! 
What have you done? Can you ſecure her hap- 
pineſs? Pſhaw! Fool! Can you lighten her mi- 
lery? I can think of nothing but her ; though 
diſtraction is in every thought! 

tem. Tis a ſerious affair : very ſerious—you 
ought to do nothing lightly. 

Mor. Turned adriit, rejected of all, no rela- 
tion, no friend, never acknowledged, never? 

Item. My e you know, Sir, was at once 
boldly to produce her, as your daughter. Na 

matter for the impertinent clamours and quel- 
tions of who her mother was, and what became 


| of 
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of her; why the child was never owned; where 
ſhe had been concealed, and for what purpoſes? 

Mor. Ay, ay, ay! The malignant ſneers of 
friends, the cutting calumny of enemies, the re- 
proaches of Lady Anne, the inſults of her pom- 
Pon proud family! 

Iiem. For my part, I obey your commands 
| but | cannot approve them. 
Mor. My late ward, Mr. Cheveril, ſhould he 
hear of it what would he think ?—Then this 
Berkſhire mortgage! | 
Item. Ay, there * Totally oppoſite to 
my advice. 

Mor. Can you ſhew me any other poſhble 
way of paying my debts? 

ſtem. The danger of ſigning it is extreme! 

Mor. Tis ruin! But what matter? Is not the 
whole one mals of wretchedneſs? 

Item. Young Cheveril, I 585 has demands. 

Mor. Which muſt be paid. 

Item. Then the out- ſtanding bills=-tradeſmen 
are provokingly inſolent! 

Mer. Ay, ay! They, like the reſt, have their 
appointed office of torture ! 

Item. Well, remember I have given you fair 
warning! 

Mor. Certainly ! You do your part, and with 
be beſt intentions; goad, and ſting, ancl add your 
quantum to the ſara - ſuffering! The conſiſ- 
tency of evil is amazing! good and 070 all con- 
cur!—Is the deed ready ? 

Item. I muſt firſt read it through. | 

Mor, Do ſo. I leave it all to you. 

Item. But that will not take ten mintites. 

Mor. I will be back preſently. The gulph is 
before me, plunge 1 muſt, and to plunge blind. 
fold 
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fold will be to cheat the devil of ſome part of 


the pain! . [Exits 


Item. ( following) Nay, if you will not be 
warned, it 1s not my fault. [ Exit. 


SCENE VII. The Dreſſing Room of Lady 


Lady ANNE and Mrs, SARSNET. 


| "4 Sar. I told your Ladyſhip he would re- 
uſe 

Lady 4. What reaſon did he give ? 

Mrs. Sar. Reaſon, forſooth Huſbands never 
have any reaſon! 

Lady A. (To herſelf) Unkind man! Why 
does he thus wiſh to avoid me? 

Mrs. Sar. He keeps his diſtance, both day and 
night! But I would teach him to ſleep in two 


beds! A pretty faſhion truly! I would tell him 


I was afraid of ghoſts ; and ſo I married becaule 
] could not nor I would not lie alone. So let 


him remember that. 


Lady A. Why were you ſo long in bpi inging 


the nt back ? 
Mrs. Sar. Why that is what I have to tell 


your Ladyſhip. If there js not bad doings, ſay 


1 am no witch. 


Lady A. What do you mean ? 
Mrs. Ser. Your Ladyſhip muſt not ks angry; ; 


but you know I ca'nt help having a ſharp eye 


and a quick ear of my own. 
Lady 50 What have you been doing now? 
Mrs. Sar. So I ſaw my Maſter go into the 


ſteward's room. 


Lady jjo ( Endeavouring to ſuppreſs her curiofi 2 
Pſhaw! Folly ! What of that? 
Mrs. Far. So I had all 4 ſeven ſenſes and 


my eye- Feet about me.— 
| Lady . 
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Lady A. Pray have done 
Mrs. Sar. So I clapped my ear to the key- 
hole; and then I heard a—whuz, buz— 
| Lady A. This was very improper! 
| Mrs. Sar. So I could only catch up a word 
| here and there: and the firſt was ſummut about—, 
of a child ! 
Lady A. A child? 
| Mrs. Sar. And a mother, my Lady! Though 
4 for the matter of that, where there is a child, 
one's own nataral penetrality will tell one there 
muſt be a mother. L 
Lady A. Of what weakneſs am I guilty ? 
Mrs. Sar. And I thought I catched the ſound 
of Mr. Item of a fathering the child ! and I'm po- 
ſituve he ſaid it wuz againſt his conſcience ! 
Lady A. Who ſaid ſo? | 
Mrs. Sar. Mr. Item, my Lady! And ſo a 
little bit after, my maſter called ſomebody a poor 
injurious girl, and a prodigality of wit and beauty | 
So then J heard ſomebody's foot on the ſtairs, 
and I wuz fain to ſcamper. ok 
Lady A. I know not why I liſten to this inde- 
cent prattle ! My over-anxious curioſity betrays 
me, and you are much to forward to profit by 
my weakneſs, | 
Mrs. Sar. Becauſe you know, my Lady, I 
| love you in my heart; andit is all for your own 
/ good. | 
Lady A. A child! An injured girl! Yet why 
do I feel agitation? His infidelities have been 
too open, for me to be ignorant of them. And 
who has been to blame; he or I? Oh! doubt- 
ful and difficult queſtion ! . 
Mrs. Sar. But I'll come at the truth, I'll war- 
rant me, in all its purziclers / = 


I | Lady 
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Lady A. Suffering perhaps under the conſci- 
ouſneſs of error, which the fight of me might in- 
creaſe, he flies from additional anguiſh. Oh! 
that I had the power to ſooth and reconcile him 
to himſelf! Why will he not receive conſolation 
from me ? 
Mrs. Sar. Il] rummage bon: 
Lady 4. It 1 am unhappy, how muſt I. be 
certain that it 1s not my own fault ? Where there 
is unhappineſs, neither party can be Way 
blameleſs. 
Mrs. Sar. He ought to love ahd adore ſuch a 
Lady! and clothe her in ſatin and gold! 
Lady A. Shall I tyrannize over the affections 
that I cannot win? If I want the power to pleaſe, t 
let me correct my own defects, and not accuſe. 
my huſband of inſenfibility ! Oh, nothing is ſo 
killing to a huſband's love, as a diſcontented, 
irkſome, wailing wile | ! let me be any thing but 


an | i 
Mrs. Sar. He is a barbarian Turk and 0 I 


as good as told him. 

Lady A.“ What is the teſt of an alfoGionate 
& wife? It is that, being wronged, her love re- 
mains undiminiſhed; having cauſe of complaint, 
5 ſhe ſcorns to complain, convinced that any mi- 
40 ſery is more welcome than the poſſibility of be- 
& coming the torment of her boſom's Lord! Oh, 
5 Jet me rather ſuffer every poſſible evil than en- 
dure my huſband's hate !” 

Mrs. Sar. If any fellow was to WA me ſo, I 
know what I would do. | 

Lady A. Yet have I not loſt his love ? Dread- 
ful doubt! My family adviſe a ſeparation, and, 
if this fatal lofs be real, how is it to be avoided ? 
* I will not lightly \ yield! Let me hope my 


| | : efforts 
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efforts will not all be ineffectual. Would this 
agonizing conteſt were ended! - 1] Exit. 

Mrs. Sar. She may ſay what ſhe will, but I 
know very well ſhe is the moſt m/erablz-eft lady 
alive, and I could tear his eyes out! Huſband, 
indeed? And fo, becaule | liſtened to the fel- 
low's love, and nonſenſe-ſtuff, and took pity on 
him, when he was going to hang or drown him- 
ſelf, he muſt think, as ſoon as he has got me 
ſafe, to be my lord and maſter! I'd tell him 
another ſtory! My lord and maſter, truly! Exit. 


K 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


a 
SCENE I. The Houſe of Mrs. Ex P TEU p- 


Mrs, ENFIELD and BETTY. 


| Mrs. ENFIELD. | | 
ND, mind me, treat her with great kind- 
_ neſs and deference. . 
Betty. I'll be careful. 5 
Mrs. En. Keep her in continual good hu- 
mour : don't let her aſk for any thing twice; and 
above all things liſten to her complaints, and 
pity them. | ee LENS 1 
Betty. My white handkerchief ſhall be at her 
ſervice. _ HG Ct] 
Mrs. Eu. Is the meſſenger returned? 


Betty 
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Betty. Yes, madam; and there is no anſwer 
from Mr. Mordent, but Mr. Lennox ſent word 
he will ſoon be here. | 

Mrs. Ez. Send her to me. 


Betty. Yes, madam. a. 


Mrs. Ez. She is young, and i janwrant of the 
town; but, I can ſee, ſhe has a quick and cou- 
rageous ſpirit. 


— 


SCENE II. Enter Joanxa, 


Mrs. En. Well, my ſweet Joanna; do you 
think you can love me, and truſt me, and follow 
my advice? 

Joanna. Are you not my benevolent protec- 
treſs, and will it not be my duty © ? 

Mrs. En. Why that's a precious! Ay, ay; do 
but as I deſire you, darling, and then! 

Joanna. Oh, that I wank Come, ſet me to 
work, . 

Mrs. En. Ah, I won't kill you with work. 


Pretty dear Thoſe delicate arms !—They were 


not made for work. 

Joanna. Fie! You muſt not tell me that; My 
mother is dead, and my father—! (frmly) But I 
muſt bear my fate with fortitude, Labour is no 
puniſhment. 

Mrs. En. Labour? Oh the beauty! Chicken 
gloves, my lamb, for thoſe white hands! A 
noble looking- olaſs, to ſee that ſweet form! A 
fine chariot, to ſhew off your charms! Theſe 


you ought to have, and a thouſand other fine 


_ things, Ay, and if you will take uy advice, 
have them you ſhall. 

Joanna. Fine things? Chariots? No, no; not 
for me. To work, to work. —But I'll willingly 


take your advice ; for, you are ſo kind, it can- 


Mrs. Eu. 


not be ill! 


N 
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Mrs. En. III? Heaven protett me! I adviſe 
a dear ſweet handfome' creature to ill? 

E Han- Oe F ie! an orphan * Fa- 
therleſs ! 

Mrs. En. Ay, very true me No, no; think 
me your parent. We 

Foanna. (Snatch and bs ber hand) Dear lady 1 

Mrs. Eu. Ah, my tender lamb! Think of Joy! 
Think of pleaſure ! ! 

Joanna. Be not ſo kind. You ſhould not fof- 
ten, but ſteel my heart! Teach it to have neither 
fear nor feeling of wrong; to laugh when others 
weep. Oh! I'll mock at ſorrow ! $18 

Mrs. Eu. Do not think of it. a 

Joanna. Did you never fee your father 75 

Mrs. En. Anan, dear? 

anna, I never ſaw mine ! Do not even know 

his name! I had a ſtrange defire to ſee him 

} once, but once, and I was denied! I am a high 

' ſpirited girl, but I would have kneeled to him; 

would have kifled his feet; and was refuſed.— 
No matter! 

Mrs. Eu. Forget it. | 3 
Joanna. Well, well Courage !—You muſt 
let me work. I'll earn what I eat. I love you 
= your kindneſs, but I will Not be depen- 

ent. | 

Mrs. Ex. Since you will! You 15 you can 

draw ? . 

Foanna. It has been my delight. 1 have ſtu- 

died the human countenance, hayg read La- 

vater. 

Mrs. Eu. Anan! Will you copy the engrav- 
ing I ſhewed you ?— - 

Joanna. What, the portrait of that ſtrange —? 

Mrs. En. Mr. Mordent. (Handing down a 
frame.) 


- Joanna, Mordent | ? 
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Mrs. Eu. Of Portland Place. 7 

Joanna. (Examining) I don t quite like him! 
Mrs. En. Why 4 5 C 

Joanna. He's a a wicked man, 
Mrs. Ex. Nay— > 

Joanna. A wild eye —1 hope he i is not your: 
relation. 

Mrs. Eu. No; but 1 been a very, oo 
friend. 

anna. Take care of him! 
Mrs. Eu. Can you judge ſo certainly? 
Janna. Looking at ſuch a face, who can 
fail ? (Examining, Mrs. Enfield) You are a worthy, 
lady; a kind lady; your actions beſpeak it: and 
yet—Den' be-angry—there is ſomething about 
your features that I don't like! 

Mrs. En. Bleſs me, dear! | 

Joanna. I muſt, be wrong, becauſe you are 
good: but you have not a good countenance. 
That's ſtrange ! I never ſaw ſuch a thing before! 
And the more I look the leſs I like. 

Mrs. En. (Aide) Does ſhe ſuſpe@ me? | 

Joanna. If ever I draw your face, III alter 
ſome of the lines, I'll make them ſuch as I think 
virtue ought to have made them; open, honeſt, 
undaunted. You have ſuch a number of little art- 
ful wrinkles at the corners of your eyes !—You, 
are very cunning! 

Mrs. En. (In a „ What does ſhe mean? 

Joanna. But what of that? You are kind to 
me; and I fear no cunning, not I! You found 
me friendleſs, have given me work, and I would. 
die to ſerve you! So I'll copy that wild man's 
portrait. 

Mrs. En. Wild? 

Joanna. Nay, for that matter, you need not 
fear him: but if you know any vain, fooliſh 


young 


| A COMEDY fir WW 
young girls, that love flaunting, and will lien 


to fine promiſes, bid them beware of bim! 
Mrs. 2 (Afide) A little witch. 


Enter Betty. 


Betty. Mr. Lennox is below, madam. (Eis 

Mrs. En. I am glad of that! Come, my 1 Tears 
Joanna, I'll introduce you to bim 151 05430 

Joanna. Me, madam ? 5 
Mrs. En. Ay, Child! that I . aeg 
body ſhall know what an angel * dear youre | 
friend is, | 

10s Conſider, maden e . 

Mrs. Bu. Nay, I am ſure you wall; not refuſe 
me this pleaſure? Come, come! br: 

Joanna. You are too kind! 

Mrs. Eu. Come, my precious. 

| Joanna. Well! I commit myſelf to your cruſt, 
Friendleſs and fatherleſs, you will be my guar- 
dian. You are too generous to injure the helpleſs, 
and the forlorn : and the lines in your face are 
falſe ! 2 1 | Exeunt. 


8 SCE N E III. *% Anti-chamber in the * 7 


MoRDENT. 


MorDpenT and CHEVERII. 


Chev. Grumble no more *Guardy ! Have done 
with prognoſticating evil! Tis all in vain: your 
_ gloomy reign is ended: I am of age ! 

Mor. To play the fool! 

Chev. I'm free I'm alive! I'm beginning to 
exiſt! 

Mor. Like a wretch at the ſtake, when the 
flames firſt reach him! 
Chev. The whole world is before he! its 


pleaſures are ſpread out, and I long to fall on! 
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The golden apples of 3 _ nm me * 
pluck, eat, and —- 

Mor. Be poiſoned! 

Chev. Ha, ha, ha 

Mor. As your guardian, I— 

Chev. Damn guardianſhip! I have been 

guarded too long. Vears out of number have 

I been fed with lean Latin, crabbed Greek, and 
an abominable olio of the four faculties: ſerved 
up with the jargon of. Ariſtotle, the quirks of 
Thomas Aquinas, and the quibbles and . 
bets of Doctor Duns Scotus. „„ Os 

Mor. Take warning—!  - 
Chev. Fined for Horace, honed fol. Homer, 
and plucked becauſe 1 could not parrot over 
their premiſes and predicates, majors..and mi- 
nors, antecedents and conſequents. My brain 
was a broker's ſhop ; the little good furniture it 
contained all hid by lumber! i 

Mor. Let me tell you, young Sir 

| Chev. Not now: Your day is done. Iam my 
own man! I breathe ! I am abroad! I am on 
the wing to viſit the regions of fruition and Pa- 
radiſe; to banquet with the Gods, and fip am- 


broſia from the lips of Venus and TROY the 


9 2 the Loves, and the Graces! 

Mor. You are a lunatic ! 

Chev. No! I am. juſt come to my ſenſes; for 
J am juſt come to m eſtate ! High health, high 
ſpirits, . eight houl nd a year, and one and 


twenty! * 

Mer. Youth ? Riches? Poor ideot! Health 
too? What is man but a walking hoſpital ? 'You, 
boy, you, little as you ſuſpect it, include within 
yourſelf a whole pharmacopoeia of malady and 


e Chev. 


milchief! # 
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- Chev. Zounds! He'll mg me preſently I 
am Pandora's box ! 
Mor. So you are! 
Chev. Why, guardy ! You are e mad 
Mor. True, or 1 ſhould take the ſhorteſt way 
to get rid of miſery, and Lamps A 80 hang my- 
ſelf! | 
Chev, What a picture! 
Mor. Equal it in accuracy, if you can. 
Cbev. Why I am but a young artiſt; how- 
ever I can daſh my bruſh at the canvas as dar- 
ingly as you have done! So what think you 
( Rapturonuſly ) of mirth, ſongs, and ſmiles ; youth, 
beauty, and kiſſes; friendſhip, liberty, and love ; ; 
with a large capacious ſoul of benevolence, that 
can ſooth the afflifted, ſuccour the poor, heal 
the fick, inſtruct the ignorant, honour the wile, 
reform the bad, adore the good, and hug ge- 
nius and virtue to the heart? 

Mor. Every feature a lie! 1 85 
Chev. Curſe me but I ſay the likeneſs is at 
leaſt as good as yours: and I am fure the co- 
louring 1s infinitely more delightful ! 


' SCENE IV. Enter DONALD. 


Don. I'ze ganging aboot the buſineſs of the 
poor laſſy, ken ye me? Gin ye want me, I'ze 

be back in a blink. 

Mor. Go to the devil, if you will; fo that you 
do not torment me. 

Chev. Ha, friend Donald ! Don't you - know 
that I'm of age? Won't you revel ul roar, my 
boy? Why do you look ſo glum, old honeſty ? 

Don. Troth ye miſtake the maitter, young gen- 
tleman; I am an auld go-between. 

Chev. Ha, ha, ha! | | 

e . +) 


— 
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Don. It's varra true; wetch makes me unco 
blate. A helpleſs bairn has been caſt upo' the 
wide warld, by a hairtleſs father, and I am a pairt 
o' the cauſe. 

Mor. Again, Imp? 

Chev. A child deſerted by the father 

Don. Ve well may ſhew the gogle 3 eyn. 

Chev. Is he poor? Is he pennyleſs ? 

Don. Much theraboot, an I dunna miſs my 
ken. 


Chev. Bring the child to 150 Bring it to me, 
old rueful ! Il be its father! I never fathered 


a child in my life, and I long to begin! 

Don Le ſeem truly to hae mair human affaction 
than ſome fathers. 

Mar. Begone! Leave us, Blood. ſucker! Gob- 
lin! Vampire! 

Don. Yas—T'ze gang where I tow'd ye; ind, 
gin I dunna hear o her, ye'ze hear o me! [Exit. 


SCENE V. MorDENT and CnEVIII L. 


Chev. Bring me the baby, Donald! Zounds 
how it would delight me to father all the father- 
leſs children in the world! Poor little dears! I 
ſhould have a << brood !—And ſo, guar- 
dian, I want mone 
6 8 What! To. purchaſe defiruQion whole- 

ale ? 

Chev, L have five hundred good, wicked, ſpi- 
rited, famous projetts on hand. You have Wen- 
teen .thouſand pounds of mine, hard caſh. I 
want it. 

Mor. Seventeen thouſand plagues ! [ 

Chev. Every farthing. 
Mor. Your money, ry is locked up i in mort 


ages. 
Chev. 


* 


A COMEDY. 23 
Chev. Locked up? Oh, damme, I'll unlock 
it. I'll ſend hone Grime to > ye; he carries a 
maſter key. 
Mor. Have you no regard to my convenience. 
_ Chev, I'll pay the premium; and, if you want 
ſecurity, you may have mine. 1 muſt have 
money | The world muſt hear of me! I'll be a 
patron, and a ſubſcriber, and a colleQor, and an 
amateur, and a connoiſſeur, and a dilletanti ! 
I'll hunt, I'll race, I'll dice; III grub, plant, 
plan, and improve! T'll buy a ſtud, fell a foreſt, 
build a palace, and pull down a church. Exit. 
Mor. Mr. Cheveril !—He is flown—Why ay, 
with ſpirits equally wild, wanton, and ignorant 
of evil, I began my career. I have now lived 
long enough to diſcover that univerſal nature is 
univerſal agony ! O this rejected Joanna! Miſe- 
rable girl! Well? Am — I miſerable: too? 
Who is not ?—The dangers to which ſhe may be 
expoſed? The cruelty of utterly abandoning her? 
never ſhall [ again be at peace with myſelf |— 
Lady A. (Without) Where 1s your maſter ? 
Mor. Hark! My wife! She tortures me with 
her ſilent ſufferings and her ſtifled ſighs. Paſſion, 
bitter reproach, and violent menace, would be 
infinitely more ſupportable. In ſhort, I have not 


deſerved her IONS, and cannot endure it. 
[ Exit, 


SCENE VI. Lady AxNE. 


Lady A. Mr. Mordent! Thus does he conti- 
nually ſhun me! Why then do I haunt him? 
Why intrude myſelf upon him ?—Mult this have 
no end? Fond fooliſh heart, theſe aches and 
pains are fruitleſs! Sleep in W ceaſe 
to feel, and be at peace! 

Mrs. Sar. (Without) I tell you, I can't ſtay ! 
C4 Lady 


| 
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Lady A; The ſtories, too, with which this __ 
Sa officious creature torments me— 


SCENE VII. Euter Mrs. SARSNET 15 


Mrs. Sar. I've got it, my lady! Ive got it! 

Lady A. What is the matter now/ | 

Mrs. Sar. Why, I'Il tell your ladyſhip. A queer 
quandary kind of perſon brought my maſter a 
letter; which I knew was ſuſpicious. So ny maſ- 
ter's coat was all powder; over here. (/ignif- 
cantly) How he came by it, I don't know! 

Lady A. Pſhaw! Pray don't teaze me. 

Mrs. Sar.” So, my lady, he took it off, and or- 
dered one of the fellows to give it a bruſh. So, 
making a pretence, I was cloſe at his heels. 

Lady A. At whoſe heels? 

Mrs. Sar. The footman's, my lady. 80 while 
he was bruſhing, he had a wranglation with the 
cook; and turned about to gabble footman's 
gibberiſh with the; ſo I, having a hawk's eye, 
twirled my hand behind me; ſo; and felt in the 
pocket; and there I found this written letter, 
which I ſhly ſlipped under my apron; ſo— 

Lady A. Take a letter out of your maſter's 
PETER: r 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, my lady; becauſe, being broke 
open, 1 read the contents, and found that it was 
from one Mrs. Enfield, to appoint an aſſaſſination 
between my mafter and a young girl. 

Lady 4. Give it me 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, my lady; 1 was ſure you could 
not but wiſh to ſee it. 

Lady A. Miſtreſs Sarſnet, I have frequently 
cautioned you againſt practices like theſe; which 
are mean, diſhoneſt, and pilfering. | 

Mrs. Sar. My lady! 1 
Lady 


J 
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Lady A. To have robbed your maſter of his 
money would have been leſs culpable, than to 
ſteal from him the knowledge of tranſactions 
which, becauſe of their impropriety, he has not 
the courage to avow. 4550 a 

Mrs. Sar. (M himpering, and with tokens of great 
alfection) It's very hard, becauſe I can't bear 
your lady—ladyſhip's ill uſage, and, and, and 
always feel as if my very ſtays were a burſting, 
to ſee your, your treatment, time after time— 
that I ſhould get myſelf ill, ill, ill-will, becauſe 
1 love you from the very bottom of my heart! 
Lady A. I have winked at theſe liberties too 
often: I'll ſuffer them no longer. „ 
Mrs. Sar. Very very well Since your lady- 
ſhip is ſo angry, you may turn, turn, me away, 
if you pleaſe, and quite break, break, break my 
heart! EY 
Lady A. No: the fault is more than half my 
own : But, from this time, I ſeriouſly warn you 
againſt ſuch improper, ſuch baſe actions. 

Mrs. Sar. Very—very well, my lady! Ill be 
deaf, and dumb, and blind i and, when I ſee you 
treated worſer than a ſavage, I'll burſt twenty 
laces a day, before I'll ſpeak a word! | 
Lady A. (HMitb great kindneſs) What you have 
done has been affectionately meant. I am ſorry 
to have given you pain, and to have excited 
your tears, But I muſt earneſtly deſire you will 
commit no more ſuch miſtakes. They are wrong, 
in themſelves; and every way fatal to my peace. 

Mrs. Sar. (Catching and kiffing her hand) You 
are the tendereſt and beſt of ladies! and 1 know 
who is an unfeeling brute! _ [| Both retiring. 
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SCENE VIII. Enter Geng ee CunvaaiIL. | 


Lennox. Pray, miſtreſs Sarſnet, is Mr, Mor- 
dent within ? 
Mrs. Sar. Indeed, fir, I don't know! (Mutter- 
ing) Mr. Mordent is a good for nothing chap! 
| [ Exit. 
Len. I'll bet you a thauknd, Cheveril, your 
charmer does not a the girl I have this mo- 
ment left, | 
Chev. Done, for ten thouſand ! 
Len. You would loſe, | 
Chev. You never beheld ſo peerleſs a beauty! 
Lew How did you become acquainted with 
her:! 
Chev, We are not yet acquainted; < Sighs) and 
I begin to fear we never ſhall be. 
Len. Oh, oh! 
Chev. I met her three times in the Green Park. 
The firſt moment I gazed at her with admiration 
Vas ſoon as ſhe was gone by 


Len. Gone by? 


Cbev. Good manners, you know, would not 


let me ſtare her in the face. Such a ſhape ! Such 
elegance! The next time I determined to ſpeak 
to her, and approached as reſolutely a as Hercules 
to the Hydra. 

Len. A good ſimile for a beauty ! 

Chev. I had ſtudied a ſpeech ; but, ſomehow, 
there was ſuch a ſweet ſeverity in her looks 
AI had not the power to utter a word! 

Len. Courageous lover! 

Chev. The third time however, it being a little 
darker, for it was always in the evening, I was 
more undaunted : ſo, fully determined to throw 
myſelf at her feet and declare my paſſion, up I 
marched ! But, as the devil would have it, ihe 
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turned and looked me full in the face; and her 
beauty, and—and virtue and and modeſty, 
were ſo awful that my heart ſunk within me! 


Len. Ha, ha, ha! | 5 | 
_ Chev. It is now a fortnight ſince; and, though 
I have walked the Green Park, morning, noon 
and night every day, I could never once again 
ſet eyes on her! Intolerable booby that I was, 
to loſe three ſuch precious opportunities! 

Len. Of making love to a lady's maid ? 

Chev. Oh for one momentary glance, that I 
might give vent to the paſſion that devours me! 

Len. Ha, ha, ha! 

Chev. What! You think I dare not? 

Len. Ha, ha, ha! Look you, Cheveril, I 


know you: a lighted match and the mouth of a 


cannon could not cow you like the approach of 
a petticoat. | 
Chev. I !— Afraid of women? Damme, I don't 
underſtand having my character attacked and 
traduced ! Make a Maſter Jackey of me? I am 


a wicked one! 


Len. Ha, ha, ha! Wicked ? You are as con- 
ſcientious as a drunken methodiſt, or as a dying 
miſer ! You are not only afraid of the woman 


but of the ſin! 


Chev. Why, if—No, damme, 'tis not true! I 
have no more conſcience than yourſelf, 
Len. Me ? I have a deal of conſcience. Plea- 


ſure, I own, can tempt me ; but I make no pre- 


tenſions, like you, to ſin for the ſake of re- 

putation. | 
Chev. Sir, I make no ſuch pretenſions ! I am, 
indeed, reſolved to be a fellow of enterprize, 
pith, and ſoul ; but not by vile raſcally methods. 
I'll love all the women, and perhaps trick ſome of 
the men; but not ſeduce wives, ruin daughters, 
: and 


23 THE .DESERTED' DAUGHTER : 


and murder huſbands and fathers. +No If I 
cannot be wicked without being criminal, 
damme if I do not hve and die an honeſt dull 


dog ! | 1 £1 Ex. 
| SCENE $4 Enter Meghan Searching his 
pockets. 
Mor. Curſe the letter—It 8 Sene-—Carelel, 
booby. 


Len. What's the matter? 2 
Mor. A thouſand to one but 1 it has fallen into 
the hands of lady Anne! ; 

Len. What have you loſt ? 

Mor. (Still Jearching. 3 damned e 


from 
Len. Hem! 


SCENE xX. Enter Lady ANNE. og 


Lady A. Mr. Mordent, I am glad to meet with 
you! 
Mor. Glad? Is the thing ſo difficult ? 


Lady A. I did not ſay ſo: I meant AC un- 
kind. 


Ha, ha, ha 
Indeed 1 did not—1 wiſh't to ons 


to you; 

45 r. (To Lennox retiring.) Stay where you are, 
"m6 lh What, man, you are in no fear of 
ſoothing inſult ! You are not married, 

Len. I'll return in five minutes. Exit. 


[ Mordent following. 
Lady A. Pray, Mr. Mordent— 
Mor. Pſhaw! I know I am a bear at the ſtake: 
don't ſhorten my tether. 
Lady A. 1 have a paper (Sewing the letter.) 
Mor. (Returning.) Ay, ay! I knew it. Come, 
begin! I am prepared, 
Lady 4. 
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"i Rind A. It fell into my hands by the repre- 
henſible but unauthorized curioſity of my wo- 
man. | 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Lady A. Indeed, I have never opened it. 

Mor. Nor ſhe either! | 

Lady A. Yes; but chat. is not my fault. 

Mor. Yours indeed * | 

Lady A. The heart, which I cannot ſecure by 
affection, I will not altenate by ſuſpeRing.' \ 

| Returns the letter. 

Adhrs pſhaw! Meckneſs is but mockery, for- 
bearance inſult. K. 

Lady A How mall 5 1 ? Which way 
fray my words and looks, 0 as not to offend ? 
Would I could diſcover? 

Mor. You never complain ? You have no 
jealouſy n 

jc A. pillars, 1 have been very obſtinately 
blin | 

Mor. Ay, ay! rene on n 

Lady 4. Reproach, at leaſt, has never eſcaped 

| my lips. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! As if lips were the only in- 
ſtruments of upbraiding ! No deep fetched ſighs? 
 Nopale melancholy glances ? No obvious hiding 
of the ever ready tear? 

Lady A. I fear I have been to blame! Indeed, 

I am ſorry that my ſenſations have been ſo acute. | 


* 


Mor. You accuſe? You give a huſband pain! 7 
Inſolent ſuppoſition! 
Lady A. I ſincerely wiſh, my dear, you gave 
no more than 1 intend to give 
Mor. There! Did not I ſay ſo? Ha, ha, ha! 
You accule ? 

Lady A. I am wrong! I forgot myſelf! Pray 

forgive 
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forgive me! Why am 1. ſubject to theſe miſ- 
takes? | 

Mor. You are all angel! 

Lady A. Would | were! . 5 

Mar. And I all demon! 

Lady 4. Do not, Mr. Mordent, by the dear 
affection you once bore—' ': 

Mor. There! There! The affeftion 1 once 
bore? 

Lady A. Heavensl Muſt IT ever; be ad to 
wound, when it is moſt the wiſh of my ſoul to heal ? 

Mar. Why was the Earl of Oldcreſt here, 
this morning? Why are thele ne conſulta- 
tions held ? EN 

Tady A. They are contrary to my win. 

Mor. A ſeparation, I bear, is the —_ of 
them? | TROY Ot WON 

Lady A. But not emen by me. 

Mor. Pretending in pity to ſpare me yourſelf, 
thay are to be ſet upon me! 

Lady 4. Never! Heaven be my judge, n never! 

Mor. I am to be ſubjetied to their imperious 
dictates |! 

Lady A. I own they have lately been very 
urgent with me, to return to my father; but, were 
you only kind, their ſolicitations would be vain 
indeed. Oh ke pity on yourſelf and me, and 
teach me to regain your loſt affections! or, if 
that be too great a bleſſing to hope, there is ftill 
one evil, which I would ſuffer any other torture 
to eſcape. Think, if you can, that I no longer 
love ; treat me with Jaw "are ; negleQ, accuſe, 


do any thing—but hate me ! Let me not endure 


that. laſt ſtage of miſery ! But—Oh. heavens !—- 


if our former endearments muſt end in that, have 


mercy, and retard or conceal it as long as you 
can! [ Exit, 


Mor. 
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Mor. Ha, ha, ha What are barbs, and ſtings, 


and poiſoned arrows? Pitiful inſtruments ! T low, 
- triumphant wretchedneſs, uſeſt theſe but on ſmall 
occaſions; they want pungency ! 


SCENE XI. Enter LzNNOx. 


Len. May I come in? 

Mer. Ay, ay —Now am I ripe for miſchief! 

Ten. You ſeem out of temper! What has 
happened? | 

Mor. Trifles, trifles! She has got the letter. 

Len, From whom ? 

Mor. Mrs. Endfields ! 

Len. Zounds! 

Mor. An invitation to a new ſample of beauty, 
She has ſeen it; returned it; has graciouſly for- 
given; has racked, has driven me mad 8 
Len. (Suſpiciouſly.) And do you mean to go? 

Mor. (Wildly:) Ay will I! Since devil I am, 
devil let me be! It Wil be ſome, though but a 
petty vengeance for prying. | 
| Len. You muſt not. 

Mor. (Palſionately.) Indeed but J will. f 
Len. We have long been friends, and fellow- 
ſinners; but, in theſe affairs, we have always be- 
haved honourably. 

Mor. What then ? 

Len. I have ſeen the girl! 

Mor. Where? 

Len, At Enfield's. 

Mor. Did lhe writeto you, too? ꝰ 

Len. She did. An angel, Mordent! 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Len. An angel! I am ſeriouſly and deeply 


Imitten. 


Mer. Ha, ha, ha! Marry * and make 
wretchedneſs ſecure ! 
Len. 
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Len. No; but J am fixed for life, Such ani- 


ever beheld'!.' | 1 71 
Mor. I'll ſee her. 7 23103 gang 5508 
Len. No; I cannot conſent. 5 
Mor. Why fo? TH aid vou to carry her off, 
Len. Are you ſerious? © 6.99 1 vo) 

Mor. As malice can make me't; The'ſex have 
been worſe to me than plague, peſtilonee, and _ 
mine | 

Len. And what have you been to them 2 

Mor. No matter: I'll have my revenge! 

Len. And you will aid me in this buſineſs ? 


Mor. I will. 
Ten. Solemnly ? on your word and bonour? 


Mor. I tell you, Iwill! 


Len. Why then, ſee her you mal; bor in my 
company , obſerve. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha Right! anticipate your tor- : 
ments! 

Len. On this condition, 1 ſhall thank you for 

your aſſiſtance and advice. 

Mor. Why ay! Advice! 1 too, fool that! am, 
knowing the impotence of man to avert miſchief, 
I wiſh for advice I—(4fide. ) Thes, een be dan- 
ger in telling him? 

en. Well? 

Mor. A—A friend of mine has a child ; ſup- 
poſe i it a—a natural child; that he Knows not how 
properly to diſpoſe of. 

Len. (Ironical gravity.) A nature child, that he 
knows not how properly to diſpoſe of? 

Mor. Yes. 

Len. Could not he ſell. it to the kidnappers? ? 

Mor. Pſhaw! 

Len. There are honeſt overſeers that will rake 


it, 6 570 * down! | 
| Mer: 
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Mor. Not an infant: twenty years of age. 

Len. Oh! Then indeed! There are W 
ſerjeants! _ 

Mor. When ! put a ſerious queſtion, I expeRt 
a ſerious anſwer. 

Len. (Indignation.) Serious! And aſk what a 
man is to do with his child ! 

Mor. Suppoſe he ſhould have legitimate off: 
ſpring'? 

Len. (Sneer.) Oh; oh Legitimate 1 Hah! 
Made-of other metal ? A different manufaQture ? 
Mor, You won't hear ! He provided for her. 

Len. A female, too? 

Mor. Would have contiriued to provide, but | 
the rejected his aſſiſtance. 

Len. How ſo? - 

Mor. Unleſs he would ſee her, cabins her ; 

that is, whine over, W her, and beſtow 
| his bleſſing. 

Len. And he refuſed 7 ? 

Mor. Why not? Of what benefit are bleſ- 
ſings? Where all is evil, why torment con- 
ſcience concerning the mode ? 

Len. He 1s a monſter ! 

Mor. But, fir, appearances— 

Len. Damn appearances. 

Mor, Friends— 
Len. Damn his friends ! 
Mor. A wife 

Len. Damn his wife! He has friends, appear- 

ances, and a wife; 3 but he has no heart ! 


SCEN E XII. Enter Doxwaro in ; great 
agitation, | 


Don. She is gone! She is loſt for aye | I'ze 
een red wude! 


1 Mor. 
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Mor. ( Afide to Donald) How now? Herald of 
malice and miſchief ! 

Don. I canna foregether her! Fair fa' yeer 
hairt ! I'ze ne'erſet eyes o' her mair. 

Mor. Peace, hound! EE.” 

Don. I tell you I wunna! Miſca' me an ye 
wull, the de'el ma' care! A father turn his back 
o' bis bairn ! | 

Len. Oh, ho! What it was yourſelf, your own 
daughter, you were talking of? 

Don. Gin earth haud her, I'ze hae her yet; 
ay and I'ze gar ye do her recht. (Return.) She 
laft a maſſige for ye i 

Mor. (Anxiouſiy.) What meſſage? 

Don. Tell him, gin he wunna gi his child 
ane keſs, ane ſcrimpet blaſſing, that child wull 
wark, ſtairve and die, ore ſhe wull leve like a 
pariſh pauper on ſcraps and alms. Tell him ſhe 
has a pridefoo' ſpirit, that wunna bag, gin ſhe 
canna win: and, gif he ſcorn his dochtor, ſhe 
{corns akſapt his chairity. (Go.) a 

Len. So you commit crime, and then invent a 
ſyſtem for its juſtification? Excellent philo- 
ſopher ! "8 

Don, (Returning.) Why dunna ye ſpier a'ter 
her yeerſal ? Hech! Waeſucks! Ye dunna ken 

eer ain bairn ! 

Len. How? 5 

Don. Ve never ſaw the face o' her, ſin ſhe 
hung a wee giglet at the breaſt! Weel, weel! 
Nothing comes more ſurely tul licht than that 
which is long hidden! An ill life, an ill 0 1 
0 755 vit. 

Mor. Wolves, tigers, ſerpents were firſt 
ereated, and then man! J 

Len. You are truly a high fellow, Mordent : 


you ſpend your fortune, wrong your wife, and 
| diſowa 


W 


— 
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diſown your child! That is, you inflict miſery 
and then tell us all are miſerable. | 
Mor. I act and I am acted upon. The pre- 
cept and the proof go together. 1 

Len. You are incorrigible! But come; we 
muſt about this. buſineſs. My heart is deeply 
intereſted. „ 

Mor. My affairs are at a criſis; and, if I augur 
rightly, it will foon be all over with me. . 

Len. Hope better. Come; come vith me to 
Enfield's. OY” | 

Mor, I'll meet you there in half an hour. 

Len. Do not fail. I am all impatience, 
ons | Ro |  [Exre. 
Mor. Juſt ſo are curs fighting, and thieves in 
the act of plundering. Man is ever eager on 
miſchief! With what infernal ardor do two 
armies prepare in the morning, to exterminate 
each other before noon! Are they not wiſe? 
What is it but compreſſing the ſum of evil with- 
in an hour, which trembling cowardice would 
protraft through an age? 1 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
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Mor. (Afide to Donald )) How now? Herald of 
malice and miſchief ! 

Don. I canna foregether her! Fair fa' yer 
hairt! ! T'ze ne'erſet eyes o' her mair. 

Mor. Peace, hound! 1 

Don. I tell you I wunna! Miſca* me an ye 
wull, the de'el ma' care! A father turn his back 
o Th bairn |! 

Len. Oh, ho! What it was yourſelf, your own 
daughter, you were talking of? . 


Don. Gin earth haud her, I'ze hae her yet; 


ay and I'ze gar ye do her recht. r She 
laft a maſſige for ye f 

Mor. ( Anxioufly.) What meſſage? 

Don. Tell him, gin he wunna gi his child 
ane keſs, ane ſcrimpet blaſſing, that child wull 
wark, ſtairve and die, ore ſhe wull leve like a 
pariſh pauper on ſcraps and alms. Tell him ſhe 
has a pridefoo' ſpirit, that wunna bag, gin ſhe 
canna win: and, gif he ſcorn his dochtor, ſhe 
fcorns akſapt his chairity. (Go.) 

Len. So you commit crime, and then i invent a 
ſyſtem for its juſtification? Excellent philo- 
ſopher! 

Don. (Returning.) Why dunna ye ſpier a'ter 
her yeerſal ? Hech! Waeſucks! Ye dunna ken 
eer ain bairn |! | 

Len, How ? 

Don. Ye never ſaw the face o' her, fin ſhe 
hung a wee giglet at the breaſt! Weel, weel ! 
Nothing comes more ſurely tul licht than that 


which is long hidden! An ill life, an ill eng 
[ Exit. 


Mor. Wolves, tigers, ſerpents were firſt 


ereated, and then man 
Len. You are truly a high fellow, Mordent : 


you. ſpend your fortune, wrong your wife, and 
1 diſova 
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_ diſfown your child ! That is, you inflia miſt ty 


and then tell us all are miſerable. 
Mor. I act and I am atted upon. The pre- 
cept and the proof go together. 
Lien. You are incorrigible! But come; we 
muſt about this. buſineſs. My heart is deeply 
intereſted. | BE 
Mor. My affairs are at a criſis ; and, if I augur 
rightly, it will foon be all overwith me. 
- Len. Hope better. Come ; come with me to 
Enfield's, ' RE : 
Mor. Ii meet you there in half an hour. 
Len. Do not fail. I am all impatience, 
. — oe 
Mor. Juſt fo are curs fighting, and thieves in 
the act of plundering. Man is ever eager on 
miſchief! With what infernal ardor do two 
armies prepare in the morning, to extermipiate 
each other before noon! Are they not wiſe? 
What is it but compreſſing the ſum of evil with- 
in an hour, which trembling cowardice would 
protratt through an age? 3 
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SCENE I. The Houſe of Mordent. 
1 . 


CHEVERIL, Loy 


OU muſt let me have the caſh direAly. 
Y Grime. That is impoſſible. 

Chev. I ſay, you muſt. When I have wants 
and wiſhes, nothing ſhall be impoſſible. 

Grime, (Aſide.) What if 1 ee tell him of 
Joanna? He would pay well. 

Chev. Twelve hours have I been free, and 
have not had a taſte of pleaſure vet! If I do not 
make haſt ite, I ſhall grow FOI before I begin! 

Grime!” (Aſide.) I ſhould make him my friend; 
& perhaps ſhould get him to myſelf, and leave 
& old Item in the lurch.“ 'Tis a rare thought! 

Chev. Why do you ruminate ? Do you doubt 
me ? 

Grime. Mr. Cheveril! 

Chev. Well, fir? 

Grime. Do you love cot youth and 
beauty? 

Chev. Do I ? death, I am dying for them. 

Grime. I know where "they are to be found. 

Chev, You? 

Grime.. The rareſt nm " 

Chev, Where? Where? 

Grime. Such pure white and red! 
* 9 ; Grime. 
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Grime. Such moiſt, ripe, ruddy lips! 
Chev. Sdeath, don't drive me mad! Tell me 
where ; where ? 
Grime. At a certain convenient 
Chev. ¶ Diſguſt) Indeed? No, no; I have no 
taſte for beauties of this kind. | 


Grime. See her, and then judge. 
Chev. ( Afide) Beſide, I'll not be unfaithful 


to my angelic incognita of the, Green Park! 


_ Grime, She is a young untutored thing. 

Chev. Untutored? 3 
Grime. (Significantly) That I can aſſure you. 
Chev, Then depend upon it I'll not be her in- 

ſtructor. How came ſhe in ſuch a place? 

Grime. She knows nothing of the place, nor 

in the leaſt ſuſpects ſhe is in bad company! 
Chev. Poor dear ſoul, what raſcal ſent her 


there ? 


_ Grime. Hem ! Why, that is, it it it was a kind 


* 


Chev. She is not for me. 1 want to be a fa- 


mous wicked fellow, but not by enſnaring the _ 


helpleſs. No, damme, that is not the true 
Way. | ; 
Grime. Nay, if you will neither enſnare nor 


accept the already enſnared, you mult e en marry, 


or ſtarve. 
Chev. That is damned hard! 
Grime. Enſnared ſhe. will be. 

_ Chev. Curſe me but he ſhall not! - | 
Grime. What will you do? | | 
Chev. Snatch her from danger; provide for 
Grime. Ay, now you ſay ſomething, 

Ch:v. Zounds ! Here have I been an age in the 
poſſeſſion of eight thouſand a year, and have not 
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done one famous good wicked thing yet! „ 


damned ſhame 

Grime. You will fall in love with her the mo- 
ment you ſee her! 

Chev. To be ſure I ſhall No; on recollec- 
tion, I can't love two at a time: Then if ſhe ſhould 
tempt me to be wicked? I mean vicious. I love 
wickedneſs, but I hate vice. Iis a dirty whirl- 
pool, in which if once a man ſet his foot he is 
ſoon up to his chin. 

Grime. Tis in Dover-ftreet. 
with an introduttion. 

Chev. You are abundantly civil. 


I'll furniſh you 


An intro- 


duRtion from a uſurer to a—Hem ! I thay come | 
to preferment ! | 


Grime. This is the addreſs, 
Chev. Dover-ſtreet 
Grime. Yes; Mrs. Enfield. 
Chev (Reads) Number—(Recollefs) 'Shlood! 
Why do I. ſtand prating here? I who have been 
kept faſting from happineſs and pleaſure ſo long? 


17 Gives a card. P 


Another day will be over and I ſhall not get a 


taſte of . ( Going. ) - 
Grime, Nay, I am ili you of a banquet. 
Chev. Are you ? Why then, I have a keen 

appetite, and a moſt devouring wiſh to fall to ; 

ſo here goes ! [ Exit running, 


SCENE II. Enter MoxpENr. 
Mor. So, Mr. Grime. 


Grime. Every thing is prepared, Sir: we wait 


your good leiſure. 


Mor. You will find Mr. Item in his own 


room. 
Grime. I ſhall attend you there: we can do no 


bufineſs till you come, [Exil. 
Mor, Heigh ho! 
SCENE 


LY 


A COMEDY. 39 


SCENE III. Enter CLEMENT. 
Clem. My uncle deſires me to inform you, 


Sir, that he has examined the deed, and it is 


ready for ſigning. 

Mor. I am coming. 

Clem. Had I but any influence with you, Sir, 
I would intreat, I would conjure you not to ex- 
ecute It... | 

Mor. Why ? * 
Clem. A ſudden demand may be made, by the 
firſt mortgagee; you may be unprovided for 
payment; equity of redemption will be for- 
feited; he will forecloſe, and the eſtate will be 
his at a valuation made fifty years ago, at leſs 
than half its preſent worth. | 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! *Twill become his incum- 
brance, as it has been mine. | 

Clem. Money lenders negle@ no advantage. 

Mor. And as for conſcience or honour— 

Clem. Some of them I am afraid, Sir, have 
very little of either. Oe | 

Mor. Tis in the order of things. Your uncle 


Indeed 1s a man of integrity ; he knows them to 


be rogues, and warns me of them 
Clem. Sir, he—l—He may be a miſtaken man, 
like others. I once again conjure you, Sir, to 


re-conſider the conſequence. It is a very ſeri- 


ous affair. | 
Mor. Mr. Clement you are young: You che- 
riſh the fond hope of alleviating miſery, Ah! 
Clem. Sir, I—My ſituation 1s a painful one, 
but every feeling of honeſty and duty compel 
me to inform you that, when once you have 
ſigned this 3 you will be wholly in the graſp 


of mercenary men, whe will pay no reſpett to 
former profits, the benefits they have received, 
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or the feelings and diftreſſes of him by whom 
they have acquired wealth, power, and pride, 

Exit. 

Mer. The nephew and the uncle, poor fools, 


have the misfortune to be honeſt. Grime, ly 


villain, is more cunning, and will not forfeit 
his hope of cutting evil -ſhort at the gallows, 
The deed muſt be figned ; for the money muſt 
be had. Yet theſe cautionings do but ſtrengthen | 


an averſion which, in ſpite of neceſſity, I have 


always felt againſt this laſt act of deſpair. 


: SCENE IV. Enter ITEM. 
Mor. Mr. Item, you are right : this mortgage 


is a damned affair, Delay is dangerous ; thought 


is vain; yet I am inclined to think again, before 


1 fign. 


Item. By all means, Sir! I like that! J ap- 
rove that! Att with your eyes open ! ! Take no 
raſh ſtep ! Tis what I always fay—but mine is 
a thankleſs office. Like other officious fools, I 
can give counſel, but no help. I am ſorry. to 
tell you, here i 18 the upholſterer below, who is 
very infolent, and declares, if he be not paid 
immediately, he will have an execution in the 
houſe before night. 
Mor. Scoundrel Could not you put him off 
for a week? 
Item. He has been ut off too often. 
Mor. Are there no means by which yau might 
advance. me that ſum yourſelf ? | 
Tem. Oh, that I could! It would make me 
the happieſt man on earth ! 
Mor. Affe ctionate ſoul ! 
Item. Riches would now indeed be welcome! 
Mor. ( Senfibility ) Mr. Item, you mens me as 
great a fool as yourſelf, 
Jem. 


| 


A COME PV. At 


Dem. As to the deed, again and again I warn 
you not to fign it. 

Mor. Then I will not. Ruin and 3 
neſs are certain; but the mode of being wretched 
is in my own choite and JI will not. 

Item. Vet, what the devil I ſhall fay to all 
your other tradeſmen I don't know! They are 
every man of them as clamorous as the uphol-. 
ſterer. I don't believe one of them will wait 
two days. 

Mor. Was ever man fo | peſtered ? 

em. Here too is a long account that I have 
juſt received from your groom at Newmarket ; 
who ſays he ſhall ſoon want even a whilp of hay. 
For my part, I have not a guinea in hand! [ 
wiſh 1 had! Then the impatience of Cheveril? 
And what the malignant, damned world will ſay 
of the defalcation of a guardian there 1s no fore- 
ſeeing! „Mine is a painful taſk ; for I cannot 
25 honeſtly diſcharge my conſcience, without 
& ſhewing you both {ſides of the picture.“ 

Mor. Ay, Ay! Be faithful; follow nature; 
& daub in the dark ſhades !” 

Item. Sign you muſt not! 

Mer. At leaſt | will take an hour or two to 
think of it. Misfortune, diſgrace, and ap- 
proaching infamy fit mocking at me, and I ſhall 
ſoon attain the acme of Ms [ Exit. 

Item. (Sneer) Ha, ha, ha! You won't ſign? 
Indeed, moody maſter of mine! Ha? But ] will 
ſend thoſe about your ears that will preſently 
make you! . 


SCEN E V. The Street, CHEVERIIL. 


Chev. This is the ſtreet. It muſt be ſome- 
where hereabout. What a fatiguing affair plea- 
ſure bunting is! Oh that I could once more meet 


my 


Xx 
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my lovely angel; my Green Park Deity ! (Ex- 


amines his card) This is the number. 


SCENE VI. Emer LENNOX from Mrs. Ex- 
| FIELD'S Door. 5 


Chev. Heydey! Lennox? 

Len. Cheveril? 

Chev. Coming from—? You ! Who preach re- 
finement of purſuit, and delicacy of enjoyment ? 

Len. Oh! We preach one thing, we prattice 
another, Beſide, were you but to ſee her! 

Chev, Her! who? 

Len. The girl I told you of—The divineſt 
creature 

Chev. What, here: > 

Len. J am all flame! 

Chev. In this houſe? 

Tien. Les: but ſhe ſhall not remain there half 
an hour. I am going to prepare every thing. I 
am determined to ſecure her—. 

Chev. ( Aſide) Honeſt Grime has given him 
an introduction too. 

Len. Huſh! (Joanna throws up the ſaſh, and ap 
pears for a moment at the window.) There ſhe is! 
(Points.) 

Chev.. Where? I ſee nobody. 

Len. Ah, ſhe's gone again. 

Chev. Oh, but P I (Preparing for à run. ) 

Len. (Seizing his arm) Where are you going ? 

Chev. To leap through the window! 

Len. No, Cheyeril ; that muſt not be. 

Chev. Why not? 

Len. She is mine. 

Chev. Yours ? 

Len. ] have bought an excluſive right to her: 
paid a hundred pounds down, | 


Chev. P och. ATR 7 
en. 


A-COMEDY:: tr a 


Len. I tell you ſhe is, and ſhall be mine! 

Chev, Well, well; if ſo- (Going.) 

Len. ( Preventing him) Come with me! 

Chev. No; I can't. | | 

Len. Why not? 

Chev. This is my way. 

J Len. Nay, but 
Chev. Good bye! | Exit running. 

Len. Zounds, my damned blabbing tongue! 

(Looking after him) There he flies, the whirligig! 

Ah! he is out of ſight, and all is ſafe. I muſt 

have Mordent's aſſiſtance. Where the devil 

does he loiter ? (Looks wiſtfully at the window). 

1'1l ſoon be back though, for fear of accidents. 

Exit. 


SCENE VII. The Houſe of Mrs. Ex IE LD. 


Mrs. En. (Calling) Betty! 
Betty. (Without) Ma lam. 
Mrs. En. Who is it that bounced through the 
back door in ſuch haſte ? | 
Betty. (Enters) 1 don't know ma'am : a young 


Enter CHEVERII., 


Chev. I am here, ſafe: I have tricked him! 
Your ae ſervant, Madam. Your name 
IS— ! | 
Mrs. Enfield, at your ſervice, Sir. | 
Chev, You keep a——modiſh magazine, I 
think ? | 

Mrs. En. Magazine ! 

Chev. Of ready-made beauty ? 

Mrs. En. Well, Sir ? | 
_ Chev. Your acquaintance, honeſt Mr. Grime, 
informed me you have a ſample of a fine ſort. 

Mrs. En. Ah, You are too late! 


Chev, 
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Chev. My friend Lennox has paid you one 
hundred pounds. Don't ſtare; I know the whole. 
Bring me to the lady, and, if I like her 

Mrs. Ez. I am very ſorry, fir, but I cannot: 
my honour won't let me, 

Chev. Prodigious virtue ! Come, come! Len- 
nox is cunning forty; I am fooliſh one and 
twenty, He is too old to be a laviſh paymaſter. 

Mrs. En. Ah, fir, that is your mikake! He is 
too young! He vill pay better as he grows 
older. 

Chev. 1 have eight thouſand a- year, and am 
determined to be a—a—a— wicked dog. 

Mrs. En. Ah, lord love you! 

Chev. So ſee her I muſt. This 1s my proof, 

Sewing a bank bill. 

Mrs. En. As Mr. Lennox is your friend, per- 

haps you have his permiſſion ? 
Chev, Permiſſion? Oh, yes—No! TI be 
wicked but not unprincipled: I won't lie! That. 
is a paltry ſcoundrel vice; no ſoul in it. Look 
you, if that ſum will not content you, tell me 
what will? 

Mrs. En. Why, ſir, you are ſuch a handſome, 
charming, pleaſant young gentleman, that—if 
you could ſpare me another ſuch—? 

Chev. To ſettle accounts with your honour, 
Well, there. 

Mrs. Eu. Obſerve, fir—it is only a ſhort con- 
verfation, 

Chev. Nothing more. 

Mrs. En. No injury to Mr. Lennox! ? 

Chev, Never fear. 

Mrs. En. But you muſt be wary: young as ſhe 
is, I never ſaw fo cute a one! 

Chev. Never fear, I tell you! I underſtand 
ſuch affairs; or ſoon ſhall do at leaſt. I'ma 
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young beginner, but a deviliſh apt ſcholar! _ 
| Exit Mrs. Enfield. 
Now if ſhe be worth carrying off, and I could 
out-wit Lennox! I! Oh! I ſhould eſtabliſh my 
character, for ſpirit, ſoul, and intrepidity for 
ever! I'll not be out war's countenance. No, 
damme, I am determined! I'l—Pll ſpeak, and 
to the purpoſe too! I'll be a damned forwards 
prating, impudent, wicked, dog ! | 


SCENE VIII. Enter Mrs. ENnx181D, leading 
OANNA, who follows relufantly. CHEVERIL 
' <urns his back and tries to aſſume courage. 


Zoanna, Really, madam— 
Mrs, En. Ah, my lamb, pray oblige me! He 
1s one of my kindeſt, beſt En | 
Joanna. What then? 
Mrs. En. You are ſo ſweet a cha I muſt 
procure my friends the pleaſure of your ac- 


quaintance! Ah! There's a dove! There's a 


beauty !—Dear! I forgot my knotting! I will 
be back in a moment, Til. 
Chev. (Not daring to look at Joanna, calls) Mrs. 
Enfield 1—Shs i is gone II ſhould have felt bold- 
er, had ſhe been preſent. 

Joanna. It 18 very ſtrange! 

Chev. What does ſhe ſay ? 

Joanna. ' Firſt one man, and then another! 

Chev. (Liſtening) Hay? Hem ! 

Joanna. Her friends too are all men! 

Chev, Where the devil now is all my n 
dence flown? 

Joanna. But ſhe is ſo kind, ſo winning, that [ 
have not the power to deny. 

Chev. If I could but turn round One plunge 
and it would be over! [Turns by degrees. 
Ma—! Heavens ! [Stands __ | 

| | Chev, 
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Joanna. (Aſide) Metcy! It is he! 

Chev. (Aſiae) The very beauty of the Green 
Park 

Joanna. (Sigbs) I had almoſt hoped never to 


have ſeen him more 


Chev. (Afide) This is the luckieſt—Lucky t 


To fad ker here ? 


Joanna. (Aſide) J have thought of him much 


too often! 


Chev. (Aſide) A creature ſo divine! Looks of - 


ſuch conſcious modeſty ! And in this Pings: 


0annga. Sir— 
Chev. Madam ( A. de) O chat I might but 
touch her lips ! 
vanna. Mrs. Enfield informs 7 me you are one 
of her beſt friends. 


Chev. Me, madam ? 
oanna. Yes, ltr. 


Chev. Why—That is- (A, 4) No: I'll not de- 
ceive her 225 I—I never ſaw Mrs. Enfield 


before in my life. 

Joanna. Never—? 

Chev. Never. AndI don't t care if I never ſee 
ker again. 

Joanna. Bleſs me! 

Chev. Very true, madam. And 1— 

Joanna. (Calling) Mrs. Enfield! 

Chev. Stop, madam— Pardon my preſump- 
tion, but—I—you—you have ſo much beauty 


and modeſty—and merit—and—I am fuch a 


faltering—baſhful booby—that, if you leave me 


| — ſhall run mad! 


Joanna. Mad, fir? 
Chev. Upon my ſoul I ſhall, . I can't 


help it ! I never was ſo enchanted; enraptured, 
and raviſhed in all my life! And 1 am very 


lony to find you— 
Joanna. 
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Joanna. Sorry to find me? 
Chev. No, no, no, madam.! Glad to find you! 
| Infinitely glad; but not in this houſe ! 

Joanna. And why, ſir? 

Chev. I was frantic to think I had loft you! 

Joanna. How fo, fir? We are not acquainted? 

Chev. I am ſorry for it, madam !—B—b—but 
I hope we ſhall be. I have been a very Bedla- 
mite! J could neither eat, drink, nor ſleep !— 
have dreamed of you every night! You have 
been in my head, in my heart, in my arms.—! 

oanna. Your arms, ſir? 

Chev. Oh lord, no, madam! No, no! I 
Jam talking in my ſleep now. I mean—That is 
Il would not offend you, madam, no, not for 
ten thouſand thrones ! e to find you here 
is the greateſt torment ! 

Joanna. Torment? 

Chev. B—b-bliſs! I—I—T would ſay bliſs, 
madam! Bliſs ineffable ! And ift—you would yu 

leave this wicked place—  * 

Joanna. I do not underſtand you, fir! _ 

_ Chev. Purity of heart is the charaQteriſtic 
of your countenance : | am fure you are inno- 
cent; or, if not, I would ip worlds that you 
were 

Joanna. This, ſir, is the firſt time we ever 
ſpoke together : what have you heard or ſeen of 
me that ſhould authorize you to doubt? 

Chev. Nothing, madam! On my foul, nothing! 
Every motion, word and look, ſpeak virtue 
void of blemiſh! I would lay Sownl my life 
to prove it, and to reſcue you from this bad 
woman 

cama. From Mrs. Enfield ? 
Chev, An odious, vile 


Joanna. 
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Joanna. You make me half ſuſpect you are as 


frantic as you deſcribe yourſelf! She is the moſt 
| benevolent of women! 


Chev. Forgive me if I appear intruding ; in- 
deed my intention is good; but, how N have 
you been in this houſe ? 

Joanna. Not four hours. | 

Chev. And how long acquainted with this wo- 
man ? 1 
£ Joanna. To-day was the firſt time I ever faw 

3 ; 

Chen, (In raptures) She's innocent ! She's in- 
nocent! 

Mor. (Without) I tell you, I will ſee her! 

Chev. (Alarmed) 'Sdeath! l hear my guardian * 

Mor. Lennox will be here preſently. 

Chev. ( Looking round) I muſt not be ſeen, but 
for heaven's ſake let me ſpeak to you once more! 


LKetires into a cloſet, from which be occaſionaliy looks. 


SCENE IX. Enter MorpenrT. | 


Mor. (Surveys Joanna) Your humble fervant, 
madam. (A/iae) She is indeed beautiful! 
Joanna. (Aſide) This is the man of the Por- 


trait! 


Mor. You are acquainted, l believe, with my 
friend, Mr. Lennox? © 
Joanna. I, fir? Not to my knowledge. 
Mer. Did he not converſe with you this morn- 
ing ? 
Joanna. I have converſed with two gentlemen 
this morning : you are the third. | 
Mor. (Ajide) Lovely creature] Can ſhe too be 
an inſtrument of malevolence ? (Aloud) I mean a 
fair gentleman, about forty. | 
Joanna. Well, fir; what of him? 
Mor, Did he—not make propoſals ? 
Joanna. 


A CO MEDYT HT. o# 


Jounna. To me? Propoſals : under 
Nur. Ay, madam; on the common fubjeRy 
the promoting/ofmlt2- om to ate oh * 
Joania. You ſpeak: riddles. He talked, idly, | 
and perhaps Was E andinfuking 
chan I. ſupptiſdd i 11. un, am 

Mor. (Afide) By henyans, ſhie is an innocent! 
Nay her countenande would half parſdagee! me 
there are beings capable of happineſs! - 

Chev. (From the-cloſet) Zounds! He 8 as 
if he too would fall in love with her! 

Mor. Pardon my ICY madangs, 1 am a 
ſtranger to you, but ll | Amt ent 

Joanna. Not etively(3ns bpb 1b; oh] abi 

Mor. Not! 7291105 

Joanna. 1 bave been Rucying you. all the 
morning... Ane 
ben Ae 3 never * me belore ! 

Jeans. Ves, I have. ick 

Mor. When? Where? 

Joanna. ( Pointing t0 the u Here —In ef 


[£5 


al 7 onto} ard | 

Chev. What are they hows) ? 1 

Mor. My portrait? (Aſde) How dare the old 
| beldam hang it up in her houſe 2... | 

Jounna. It pte volumes: FL, pot fo muck 
as. the original. da NP \ 

Cbev. Oh that Is 1 Jo hem! 

Mor. Indeed! And what does it ſays, ne ah 
171 it ſpeak good, it lies. 

Joanna. Either it indicates falſely or you. have 
flattered, promiſed, deceived, and. Harv . 

Mor. (Aſide) Aſtoniſhing Who? 

Joanna. More poor girls than one! Teal: 

Mor. (Aſide) Her eyes penetrate to the heart - 
(Aloud ) Evil is every where, therefore in me. 

Cbev. How ſhe gazes-at him! Stdeath! 

E Suma. 
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| _ Joanna, There is a mixture; traits that ſtrug- 
gle to be juſt and god; :occafional marks of 
views but more of moody remorſe. 
Mor, (Afde) Is this —— ade had 
ſpeak: freely, madam. I applaud your fincerity. : 
Joanna. What ſhould I fear? Bade 9 have: 
not the features of revenge. 
Mor. (Af) Her underſtanding and diſcern 
ment ſurpaſs her beauty, 
' Chev; Will they never have Fan a 
Joanna. This eye! How often muſt: it have 
aſſumed the ſame: deceiving form and meaning, 
to have impreſſed theſe deep lines of artful fe- 
duQtion ! How frequently maſt health, wealth, 
and principle have 9 r ge , to nes dil 
honeſt paſhans! ; 
Mor. (Afide) Amazing! 80 young 00 1 
l Fou are an unhappy man: for * 
have not the apathy of folly; you wok ne, 
a feeling of what you have done. 
Cbev. I all go madd 
Mor. I have never had faith i in forcery|! ! bs mY 
your profeſſion ? 

Joanna. I have no probeſnon- 1 am 1 
the child of nobody; a branch lopped off and 
caſt away; that might have grown, but that could 
find no root. Misfortune and an active ſpirit, 
| ſtruggling to ſhake off oppreſſion, have quicken- 
ed me a little. Other than this I am but a ſimple 
girl; and my whole art 16 (0 note what 1 lecy 
and to ſpeak What I think. © 

Mor. Whoever you are, come bur Vith me, 
and, while Ihave a morſel, a home, or heart, 
you ſhall ſhare them ; 

C (Russ forward, ) Damme if ſhe ſhall | 

Mor. Wiiy, Mr! 
Chev. Sk ſfrall have my morſel, my home, and 
wy heart ! 


Mor. 
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Mor. You in this houſe, -fr? Is 
Chev. Nay, fir, you in this bowls, fr? Ma- 


dam, put no faith in him! You are very right, 
he is a ſeducer I I love YOu, heart, body, and 
ſoul! I'll offer you no wrong! Every proof that 
the moſt ardent, pureſt paſſion can give, feel, or 
imagine, ſhall be yours! 

Joanna. This houſe! This houſe! What i is It 
you mean, gentlemen? Is there contamination 


in this houſe? 
. Chev. Vile! Deteſtable! A. lack of "PE PRINT 
Joanna. Heavens! [ Exit precipitately. 
Mor. (Prevents Cheveril from 7 ) How 
came I, fir, to find you here? 
here? Zounds, ey: how came I to find: you | 
SHES | 


SCENE x. : Eater Mrs. Ex ZIB. 


Mrs. En. What have you done, gentlemen, 
do alarm the young creature in this manner? A 
little more and lie had eſcaped us all! FN 
Mor. Hark you, Mrs. Enfield. At your pe- 
Til, keep her ſafe and free from inſult till my re- 
turn! I Exit. 
© Chev; Inſult ! If you breathe impurity in her 
preſence, I'll make a general maſſacre! Let an 
one take her away, ſpeak to her, or even 101 
at her, while I am _ and Fl! grind you all to 
| powder! (Goes and baßily returns) Here! Here 
are all ie bills I have IT be back in five mi- 
nutes! keep her fafe and Il give you a thouſand 
pounds! My name is Cheveril: ten thouſand! 
(Returns) Cheveril, 4. lay, my whole eſtate! 
12 


"vo Mrs. En, But, Gr! fir! 1 5 l Exit, 


. 
„ 9 „ #v * ; 


9 Ea ACT 


Nr — 2 
9—— W —— bs — you 


| Street, —.— you caſt your an 8. 


15 8 
£ "ef 5 . * * 7 - 3 1 
vo! iy at non e war 0 


gt! 1 A 170 15 mid. iis az; 1 G. 1 11 4 2 5 
Dun ood 74 Ct Pot IV. S 21 84 
12: 10019 (1 12 noi an ener f 1 9: 18 + 
10 15; : +} 22973 1830 roilheq f} * I "YT fs 33 r 207 
SCENE, I. The Houſe" of Monvexr,” 
12 1 2 Ye | 1274 of : "TIF; Tarts 
OHSHIMENNOT © | 0 1 Tre 
ran enraged and nor determined... : 
OUR £3 Ae LY f A N 42 2 ; 1 { 3 
f { . \ Care,” ; * 
ve % 1 1 4561 


9 "NCE | for 5 Mr. Item, it wil not dl. Se 
bbs af al ſweet tempar. it u hk .v 
tem, Why you grumbling old bockhead, Shes 
would you have? May you not thank me for 
every ſhilling you are worth-in the world? 

.. Grime. Dont tell me Mr, Item! I am but your 
e ing you. put. me to a deal of dirty 
wor 

tem. Here' 8 be og Why, Mr. Grime! 10 

Grime, Well, Wahn... 

Lem. Did 1 not firſt find y you in 4 m miſerable 
garret, in Fullwood's Rents, where you were 
Mine in rags and Wige 771 CERT 


Erine. Well! 5 Top _— 
Lem. Did I not take you. to, TEAETY 
in, tranſ- 


form you into ſomething almoſt human, bire you. 
apartments in the Temple, and paſs you on my 


maſter for a rich uſurer, a damned rogue? 


Grime: Veny true. But vou would not let me | 
aQ my part! ; took care to be che damned 


rogue yourſelf!" .. 
Item. Have I not pn. Woe you, ret You, 


ho you your trade, and farniſhed the tools ? 


{11TH O66 * ED THT 3 


Grime. .What then. ( u 14302 
Item. And do you pretend to o hirgain range 
and preſcribe terms ny me? ee 
Grime, Yes: I dell“! I 10 m woY on * 
Item. You do? 5 1101 poy I 1d Wont 


Gim Fas! Help Vourfelf how Fenz can. 
Nen, Here's a Villain! db 110 b 9 
Gin, vou tutered me, you Kno; vo 
Aught me my trade, and ase cle too“ 
Item. You Vip er! * the bose tat foſkered 
Sh 0117 0121019 mon 7 Wal 0) ' 32107092 8 077 07 
Grime. I follow your own example; Mr. Mor- 
dent foſtered you ? There's morality'Hh it. ey 
lem. Oh, damn your moralit ß 
Grin. Be of a feel temper | Timt was Tin 
your, ye; you are now mine, * THO ERIN IN 80 
"New. Oh, the rufchlll ! 
imd. Lam too deep in your ſeerets for you 
46 Gee diſcard me; ſo, TH have or ſhave. 
Ttem. Four in 000 ae 
"Grime Ay, ny | fall ſhare; | 80 be e fee 


. 6 
Item. And who is 0 find: the: money ? 33 
-' Grime. : You; * N 10 552 7I! 1 TIC 9 s "30 * 


1-H 


Item. And who 3 is to run the riſk?! bas 
Gimme. Tou. 91 
Item. And 8 is to be proſccuted for "uſury 
and. collufion!＋ M 
© Grime," Caſt perhaps bor [perjurf, whipped, 
impriſoned, and put in the pillory-- Fou 
f Item. And you to ruticavay with Nr the e pro. 
ts? 
Er Ves 110 pw 10G 27eD 57 
Tem. Here's hate! . what a damned 
world do we live in! 2151 
Gtime. Your' fortune is made; you muſt now 
help to make mine.. 
| E 3 SCENE 


yy 

f 

4 
; 
} 


* 


THE DESERFED DAYGHTER: 


SCENE II. Enter Dow. airs: 
em. Here's a villain! ſes rt andre 1 


Grime. You muſt, or J tell. . 

lem. What will you tell 7 

Grime. All! — All che uſurious has ou „ 
ner on Mordent : the arts by which you 

ve cheated him of his eſtates, — that 
am the man; your nnen 0 forecloſe; your 
neglett in not paying yourſelf intereſt, purpoſely 


to rob according to law ; n _ to run ad 


veril; all, all! 32 
Item vou villtel all this? 


Grime. I will. 


em. Why you bend! You ſuperlative villain! 
You cut-throat! _ | 
Grime. (Seeing Donald.) Hom ! xk | Pave. 
Don. What 2 hornie de el a ye ſtop: at? 
What gars ye ſwither? I'ze. haud my whiſnt! 
Yeer confabulation is unco entertaining!  . - 
 J{iem. Ah! good Mr. Donald! Here is my | 
old friend, Mr. G Grime, has, has—(A/ide to Grime.) 
hs ou ſee what your villainy has done !] (Alend.) 
e is a good-natured ſoul, as you know, Kageun⸗ 
drel 1] 4 he -I 
Don. Ye!—Yas; ye'er a ſweet nut, gin ye 
war well,crackt. © 
Item. I, I, I was bantering him: trying to, to 
E e but nothing can pus him in a pation ! 
Oh, curſe you] Nothing! | 
Don. The fient ! Wow | But ye'er, a pauky 


Gilligapus! 


Item. Perhaps you want our good OG Mr. 
Donald? | 

Don. Aiblins yeer 8 auld Cie G. 
item. He is gone out 5 bat a Joke, | 
Mr. Donald : __ elle. : y 91 
on. 


A CO MED: Ys 23 


'Clenching his fiſt.) Noo could J. 8 him 
920 owt o. "te baffet!! 0b grow 21 aw 
"tem. Can I, can my dear friend, Mr. Grime 
(Oh, you 1 thief !7 eee net wn At 
| "Dom Gun e. eile zen any" a he 
tem. Can we oblige 1 
World? ws Mr oy voy 
Don. vas. | nk 2811 1217 { 17 iq IT HA Ui Af Ws 
Item. a How? How? 
Don. Tak compaiſſion o' the booels o' 
brother, Jack Kerch and be Lees an hanginen! 
TC 0-681 11 Nor A 11 l e Exit. 
6: SCENE In. 17 ee 3 
Ven There Villain! Tou foe what No wave 
40 el. £1167. 290th N 5.1 Hs 6's [i OJ: 248 TS1: 


rime. Is it my fault? I teil you again, you 
|x hat better be. ſweet tempered. | I hall ſay-'no 


more: you know my mind. (Going. 
Item. 645 Ae.) o that I ceuld e 180 
0 (Ala. Mr. Grime ! Mr. Grime! 70) 
Grime, Well, Mr. Item? 8 
Item. This quarreling is ae fooliſh, 
::- Grivie, Oh, ho! 
Lem, We are — * 10 each other. 


Grime, I know it. CHomb oor alien 
Tem. Your hand/21 bo 4 5 
Grime. There. 4 1 | | 
Lem. We are friend? 


Crime. If you pleaſe, 
Lem. Well, ae 6.) Damn him l How 1 
The. the dog dene this W mort- 


age S&T; 7 # #8 4 

Grime, Ay? ; 
em. You ſhall, have went pers cont. on the 
Liz wn e e ee 


Crime. That won't do! 
E 4 N Item. 
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at: dem. !Thirty bot (.us tld) 0 

Grime. It won't do l: Half. T he CNY 2 

Lem. ¶ Aide pi Hell vakei him! — Well, well, 
my dear Grime, ther half be id ic: VOY 01 

Grime. Together wich my moiety: of dhe thou- 
Jandggiyen with, n 4 Ag Wen 

em. Your—? Hem! (Sighs.) You: ſhalls 
you ſhall. Are your ſatisfied? 2 . 500 

Grimme. On theſe conditipnsc Wet) 

> tems Where is the ee Ro * L pra 
Eine. In that bag. 26 0 % 23 chend 

Tem. Mordent is coming. I know he will, for | 
1 kndw he ſhall, ſi But that is not a 

Crime. What mers 2! 1 7 5 E. 

Jem This damned Scbtehttian wiflTaſfurgdl 
r us to him; and Lady Anne's jointure* ly 
vetts'his being Ib entifely en and Power- 
Jeſs; as is neceſſary. 1 1 33% 19115 d Ba 

Grime. But how is chat io be helped? 

Nen. Eaſily enough. Vou mult convey in- 
3 to her fat er lack ee that he bas 


a daughter. fg ROE. n 2 
7 þ 4 & OE a 
Grime- Nay ys 3 iin nd 3. At 


Tem. Huſh! Here he comes! I. will give you 
my reaſons and inftruQions Whew ve are Alone. 


Where 1s the deed? ALON) 
Grime, Here, ready. Hem!. u . n. 
SCENE IV. 0 Monnente.. 


Mar. ( Anger.) What 18 dhe meaning g, Mr. Item, 
that 1 85 that upholſterer, and 112 other il 
looking Pie err with him below 210 965. 9957 

Hem. Nay, why aſk me? Why knit your brows 
at me ? Can I coin? „ 
Aer. Excufe me I am a hünted bull, and 


butt at friends-and foes !. "I ru 'T 
OD F11LC 27. F654 Þ KY Ie | 

d 1 8 4 tem. 
* a hee on - - 


IA COH 
8 3 4 1 — * W os 's + » 4 


Vm The inſolent fellow inſiſted vom takin 
poſſefſion ; 6; thinking you would not win Lad 
Annè to know, I 22 on him and ths office 
o N the del. could ſpeak to yon. 
TFI have done vm ew, * what. _—_ 
Mor. No &N The zeal, W [5 orb 
you not ada e th 50 ee 1 88 ds, for that 
and other immediate Putpoſes; a .de ay fi; ghmgy 
£ a . 


Mr. Grime ? T aſk PR Ns nge * 
Ii 


b e Grin . (1 ; Imi fe rtr A 
e 


ty 


_ Jem. *© 

BAK gk 9 5 955 87 it 3 vari! r duty > 33 7 SES | 
"Grime. Viednnot' N it ve ſecotity: 

. Ha, ha, ha! * Villain Where * a 


de ed 
Vi 11 1 
| ut vis Fo q vill ot, Me ripe ven ? You, will 
Gee, L vidi T could Bur f am wy fot a vel. 
Tower: int tnoriey 48 nor u ble Vel de 
em. Hem ! 62 * 3111. [STU 11 
Mor. Ha, ha, ha n your wih de. 
crily ! Give me the pen! Tr.” 
| Item. (Holding 55 ern ) W by you will, not 6gn, 
r! Will you? 8 
Mor. Pedce, fool! Cannot you Tee a Vietche on 
the whee but that your bones too maſk ach i 
” Hen. '(Qpttring vum: Ve f 2575.0) AK!“ It is al- 


£ v — 


N thus !, may alyiſe,! but my ae 1s never 


1811 


437 2 il) 641 deliver this as my a al For 
YE) Here, imptement of bell! IK 75 
d toe. uc- 


111 
RY) 


* Fg | 


thirſt, blood hound! Tis ready mi 
10 ake, quaff, a nd buff ! Begne ; 

en, (Sosiig hs e Come, ir! My food 
* has TEAS: afon, {6 b&anghy Wh) Ott! 


9 11 2 PR 11; * It 


* * 
28 


5 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 


It was very unfriendly, fir, to refuſe... You: teach 
Mr. Mordent whas he has to expeft. (AHide.) 
All is now ſecure! [Encunt ITEM-and GRIME. 


SCENE V. Enter Dy ALD, hoking earnefly 


oo en after” er 4 Fn 
Don, Ar e goed Ha- ye bigned? 95 . ia 
Mer, Aſk no queſtions— Ves. | 0 "i 
Don. Weel, well — Stark dert bas nae re- 
meed!—Twa wolves may worry ane ſheep—I 
kam to tal ye th at yeer glib gab it A = 
1 compeer, fine, are tov. ſeondfeſfr 
a, Pſhaw,! Fool! 
Don. I tal ye, they are twa damned, vis! 


Mor. Grime, fellow! Grime! A. id. 
Jovi 5 ra venous raſca)! ! But Tt em? ans rw 


1 
7 „He. vordy ? That LY my 
foul ? He is the prime ek PL 0 b 15 TO 
pit o hell! I neg a curſe catch em ay! Tis 
nae ſtick and ftow 4 minutes fin T heard wy 
their murgullied 81 


ae 
„Ar Las Bear! ap PRs be I 33 
Mor. What did you hea D 
Don. Item himſal conf s that 41 be ld niitiered 
ye of aw yveer eſtates; - that Grime 1 is nae mair but 
is flunkie ; that it. is his intantion to forecloſe ; 
that he has wilfully neglatted to pay himſal in- 
tereſt, for that he may claw ye according tul law: 
that there ha' been ſham deeds; and that a plot 
is laid to felch maiſter Cheveril of aw. his walth. 
Mor. ( Comoulf ye, MH) Ns 1 hal, IJ: 
heard all —_ 55 
Don. Wi' my ain ears! 
Mor. Ha, ha, ba! ew? Are you e you 
heard this precious miſehief? _ 
Don. When did Donal Fan ye a 2 * 


* 


* 
1 


Mor. 


AAM e od 


Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! Item I am glad oh th Tis 
right! Tis conſiſtent} 'T3s:delightful !! Mag hay 
ha! Abraham's rejekted er not one honeſt 
man. Ha; ha, hna! den Th 
Don. Hoot a-wa ! Nae oneſt ? Nor ye nor the 
black clawed Lucifer himſat canna: _— but that 
Donald is oneſt. ni N lin. 
Mor. Item? i d Igeſlimable villain ! 
And I too? Thought him juſt and good i Oh, 
Gull ! Gull! Gull! Ha, ha, ha! (Kecollecting.) 
| Tell Mr. Clement I wiſh to ſpeak with him. 
Don. Noo the ſteed is ſtolen, ye wad ſteck the 
door. [ Exit. 


Mor. (Convalſed bs ts 4h "Oh the MP * 
wolf! 11 ha, hat 
* FI) WIG! 75 


SCENE, VI. 5. Later, 


ö Mordent! How now ? How y OPT 
' Mor. 1 am an afs 1A moſt ineffable aſs! 
Ten. What js the matter? 793 
Mor. Ha, ha, ha! Tis proved upon me! 

Len. Your mirth is of a ftrange Jin! 3 
Mor. The man whom I have truſted through 
life, ha, he, ha! he whoſe rigid e you 
mark me? ha, ba, Ba honeſty 

"=. Well? 4 e Tong 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha whoſe e honeſty ma 
ſametimes doubt the truth of the ſelf-ev om 
ſyſtem' of evil, ha, ha f he's a 141 A ps 
jeagued hell dogg! 
ns Len. Your Ride r } 9 * 

Mor. Item! A deep Getimable eden Pen 
villain; that can bully, "aj _ and DEE, fawn, | 
flatter and filch, ha, ha, ha! RY 

Len. Be patient. 8 

3 Oh Fam Eeigined, ha, haj bat oi; 


Low. 


—— 


TEE ings ret. 
Qt EEE fr wed; IRS tg, pat * 


ccc N 
/n Ws > Rn EE EN : 
- 1 2 ro 0h he 1” : px 


0 


8. e e WI at, in this; 
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Ten: He calm. Tou knew yourſelf ſto - her i in 


the peer of a villain, and tis little mk whes 


ther-his name be Grime or Ite.. 

Mor. How? Ha, ha, ha! th adroddl of "4 
eahtyyare not two'raſcals hetter than one? 
Len. Naybbutattend to me. I want your helg 


inſtantly, in Dover- ſtreet. a4 + Ino 
' 1 Mor: dre ntt 7! W e a 
AULA uy iii JI! 11e 14 bt — 


Mor. (Retollefing 2) uu muſt Wb tei 0 1 He: 
Low Alley! [What's the freak now -W ?7ʒſ 
Mor. (Milahy.] Tou can have no *. of 
_— 100 


de {4 ripry:) Indeed but I muſt) ts 
(Earneſt rapidity.) 1 vould mot commit 


an injury on that girl for worlds. 


Len: (Anger © Increaſing.) Why what Tonſcien- 
191 mummexy is this 7, You neglett. your ewn 
ild, and pretend; 0 intereſt vente, or aſtran- 
ger! m off 1 > 

Mar, If the, ranger be an ange ht, a be- 

neficent being, wh: J not? i. 125 nl) 
545 of 

buy HE! 177 Nan 7 92 


or. An exception to the rule l K . 
ception? Ii 4 
Len. Like Item? Dad a ,cd H 

| 1. 1 Hell!., 971 7 TY > 
nd may not your deſerted, ane be 


equally an ange FaEh (tated c; 
Mor. (Wild terror.) Marhed, If heh - Quld— | 
T'll have, ee g ruin of — 


Len. (Confirmed } fuſpicion wt. dy Hark 
Mordent, 3 are plotting. Libas 1911; * 

Mor, I 12 why 1 91 - 

Len. No:diſireſs can,cur fr of your i pro- 
penſities. You mean to eben me of her. 


+ _ Mor, 


2 


© 


2 2 1 c D hnT 61 


17 Ha;cbat no 3467 ni Audi avorb 
Len. *Tis: lo Do you not affirmithe 

cannot remain innocent, in the houſe into 

which ſhe is decoyec ??)? 

Mar; (Cooling yet. pertur bed) Grantedg. 
88 Len. Marriage excepted; which woul be mad- 
neſs, am I a man to treat her wilelyf ca 
e Ner worle than the. malignity, of, fas 
Oran G ge 1215 7 bag. tiles ogg 4 
Len, Pooh! Cant!, Cheveril,, in the .. 3 
of youth, is Fry rather, to marry. 7. than 
loſe her. ; as... ta) 1806 * 4 

Mor. Ay, ay. he is e mad to; begin, hi 
caceer of vretchedneſss. i 

Ten. And) You his ian, fron NE 
piy 1 5 Rranger, will guide 1 0 ur ep {9.ths 

our P 199 821 

Mor... Even, ſo; = 155 Miſchief 1 miſchief 
there z, turn which NaF you will, miſchief! Fr 

Len. Your, word and. honour are ſolemnly 
pledged. If you really with the lovely creature's 
welfare, would preſerve. your ward, and prove 
your Friendſhip and honeſſ intentions, you will 
aid me. 

Mor. Well, Mell Jam blind; Jam but the 
tool of deſtiny; ſo be it! 
| Len. Your authority will“ oblige: Mrs. Enfield 
to yield her tome. . Heid Se ad 
18 or: No; my ſeredi chere; is on che decline. 
Stratagem; ſtratagem gg 0 5y 15S. £215 

Len. But how? What? " ST 
tr. Conveybardifgniſe colthbihintb2” 280 

Len. And ſolſhe wille fcape us all!! 
[ Ador. Eſaa pe? No, no! Malevolence as the 
element of man, and L have an apt alacrity 2 IL 
willanſtrutt your! Coma this wa Havingcber 
ſafe, you may pol 1 with her to my commo- 


«P42 | dious 


YT 


„ THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 


dious houſe in Park-lane. Fear ht mel When 
Beliat is bufy, ſhalt his eee 1 MIT 


Giant“ alpord 4 [6% 
SCENE vil. Rein vs choir, 
Dor. iter Clement is hae i' be booſe. 
„ Wore No matter The circle is e 


„ 


naves and fd engender each other; wrt 
pe er they e rulers; rulers make laws; laws 
« make vilkihs, and villains ſanQify and perpe- 
tuate Hulſe of pr Shs, chains, SR racks!” 
Le Come, come! 
Mor. Oh! What an excellent gull: is this | 
image ofthe gods; this thing called man!! 
; [Excunt MoxDaenT and Lennox; 
Don Ah! Waes me! This poor laſſie I 
canna reſt 1 hitple here and gang bilching 
there, till l'ze een ramfeelzed wi'the ripples-. 1 
- viſt nae here tul ſpier nieſt. My dool and thole 
wull be my deeth! J“ Gode's name, and wi aw 
my hairt; for n weary 0 life! 22 


SCENE vin. Enter Cnzvuncy. in e 
Ta ſte, fearebing. 


Don. Hoot, man! What is aca F 
__ Chev. My dear Donald, can you dire | me 
_ - whexe Mr. Item or Mr. Grime may be found ? 
Don. Donald diraQ ye tul fc an à pair o: 
ſeoondrels? Father Balzebub ! But I wad: at 
anes gar ye o'er catch plague paſtilence and fai- 
mine ! 
Chev, Sdeath ! they are both dead and buried, 
1 believe ; for they are neither here, nor there, 
not any where ella. Can you tell ng {where 1 


dan borrow a few:thouſarids ? 16 1515 
Dr. Sir! __ yo-rak me ier a dieß, or 4 
tewardZ Jl 134 f Nn ee nr 


01 : ; | | Chev. 


4 COMEDY, 63 
| hows b go mad—Oh, l 1 1 the 


mi angelic girl your eyes ever beheld at 4 
| wicked houſe! ſhe muſt be iriendleſs and father. 

teſs; oH ſhe could not have been there. 

Don. ( Sane” What” 8 chat Fe: red of 561 and 
fatheriefs&? - 
- Chev, Þam ſure me i innocent. "Vile as the 
houſe x86 ſhhe is innocent. 

Den. Wha? What ſhe ? What looſe? ALD) 

Cru. I cant as e l ber firſt in the Green 
Park | Ts 

Don. Green Paitk ?? 
ber. She is now at Enfield Aue git a 
A miracle“ 11 169 | 
Don. What ? Hoo?—A menafoo maiklef laſs? 
I' the: bloom of youdith? *- N 

Chev. Not twenty ; yet with the penerrationy 
wit, and underſtanding of the ſeven fages! 
Den. (Agitated) The Greet Türk! f l 
miſe!” me ! Enfield's ! 

4. In Dover-ſtreee t. 

Don. I ken the place! bose 0 hell rin 
it be—! Quick, Donald, Quick! [Exit haſtily. 

Chev. hat is the Matter with the honeſt 
ſoul ? I dont know what ſunt that old harridan 
vill require, but Jean do nothing without mo- 
ney. I muſt have enougk too, for I muſt make 
ſure. III place her in af Gy one * * 
ſhall be my queen! 


. :.* SCENE IX : Enter ItzM. ie 
Chev. Ah, my dear, dear Item! I am the 
10 fellow on earth! 1 am in inſtant want of 
money! 
em. 80 am L 1 haye been in want of iran 
my liſe. 2 ä 3 . 12 903-199 
on "I7ElL 1 42 Ms 9M l 5% 15 oils 


time for thinking! (Signs). 


64 THE DESERT EDPAUGHTER: | 
Dru Von muſt Aanniſb ane ich tenfthoufan 
OUNGS.: - dad 19% 2549 1907 1114 gilogns Hom 
* Ah LIwiſh I could! 9} | 91yod bag oiw 
Chev. Slogan Band. Tee give 
me th money !: 121 ons ns) nat 


Item. If my 5 y Brie were Sat 7 
200 e 'Sdeath, andi the devil, give we he 
money! 1 ſhall loſe her !,, She'll: be gone! III 
ET” over. the ſeyemeen thouſand, that is in 


Mordent's bands . I will; by heaven i On the 
word and honour of a gentleman ! 784 


Item. The F tboatnd er aol 
3 bew. IVI! ban 1s WOR : a2 DOS 

Lem. It is chops 1 have caſh i in hand ; but wot 
mn. 0 7 en 

Chev. Zounds! Net ever. r mind whoſe it js! er 

ne have it! 

Item, Why, ir 1 cold: Pas: manede: 1 mY 


ter am but a poor old Ped ADA Now: be 
a little lift. 13a 3 Fm 


Chev. Damn your poverty! ang your cant 55 


fem. Vqu are lure you: aero leren. 


45 ,Ghev. I Ae ee 5 7 
Lem, The riſk will be very great! ob I < {:rg] 
Cbev. Do you doubt my word aff inden Hiw 
Item. No, no, But— 209 um 1 r 
Cbev. But wat? [ 
em. Your 1 on. a jr og would 
be a memorandum. 
Chev. You ſhall have it! Write. a receipt for 
ſeventeen thouſand Ell fign it l 
. ſtem; (Searches, tales ous an accoupt, took toys 2 
Sw then takes out another hook, finds a ſframpy 
aud writes). Ay, this is the! thing? ou remem- 
ber the riſk? Otherwiſe, it might be thought 
ev. Give it me! Give it mel I have no 


teen thoufandd?d 28 "IF 


Item. 


A COG D ii!” $5 
Ale T'muſt borrow to replace it. 


Chev. Will you come away, and let me ha ve 
the money? Cannes come, man! Sdeath will 


} 


| vo ene eit e e 3 e ö 


SCENE X. Bute Crrurur. 


Clem. Do you know where Mr. Mordent is, 
ſir? 

7 No, Gr! (Cheveril ri tw off; who 
puis up bis receipt in one book, but forgets the nr. 
that he laid down on the table.) | 

Clem, Mr. Mordent has aſked for. me, and un- 
fortunately I cannot find him. 1, fear he has 
ſigned the mortgage. Oh this uncle! Never 
was ſituation ſo excruciating, as mine. Muſt I 
caſt off all ties of blood, become his accuſer, and, 
as the world would call it, betray my benefac- 
tor? Beſide, what have I to reveal? My fears 
and my ſuſpicions.  Unconnetted facts, that can 
alarm but not relieve, And who is it that I 
ſhould thus impotently accuſe? My own: un- 
cle. (Sees the book) Hah! What have we here? 
As I live, his private account book! The very 
thing he ſo carefully has concealed from all in- 
ſpettion! What ſhall I do? Deliver it to Mor- 
21 What may be the conſequences? Difgrace, 
infamy, and —! Dreadful thought! I muſt not 
be raſh — Hark! ee here! 1 mul 8 
well. 45 | LExit. 


SCENE XI. e ITEM a Carvin. 
Item with his bair on cid, frightened ; runs up lo 
the telle, mon: over it, under it, and every where. 


chev. ( Anxious to o get bim away) You ſee, there 
Is - ales there! 
+ | hg terror) 15 am certain : had it in 
1 hand 


— 2 
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Chev. We have not quitted the room a minute! 


r a can have been here fince! 


Lem. We left my nephew, here. 
Chev, Well, if he have it, tis ſafe enou * 


Item. I don't know that! 1 don't know chat! 


If I have loſt it, I ſhall never ſleep again! 
Chev. Come away! Lou have it lome where, 


locked up ſakre. * 


Item. No! 1 laid 1 it e here! I am poitive 


„„ REES 


' Chev. Nay, but you ſee chat is | impoſſible! 
Come, come! (Taking bis arm). 

Ttem. If it be gone, I ſhall go mad! 

Cbev. Is it ſo valuable? 3 

Tem. (Still ſearching bis pockets, the table; and 
the chamber) I would not loſe it for ol I am 
worth in the world! 81 


Cbev. Come, come—{Elbowing him but not 
rudely, at firſt to the door.) What did it contain t 


Item. My ſoul ! My ſecrets! 


Chev.. Well, it certainly is: not. as f- You 


muſt go! You ſhall go! I'll indemnify vou! 

Item. You can't! 

Chev. I tell you, I will! ( Puſbing bin 70 It 
is in your own room. 

Item. I hope ſo! I hope ſo! (Turning back) 
But my heart vs mel Oh lord! F un- 


done 

Chev. (A puſb) Will you go? 

Lem. (Turning) 1 am wretched! 

Chev. (Again puſh) You won't! 

Lem. (Turning) I'm ruined! _' * 

- Chev. (Again) Will you, or-? 

Item. (Turning) I'm loſt ! I'm dead! I'm 

Chev. (Again with more violence) Furies and 
11 begone * 5 | [Exeunt. 


SCENE. 


py ks ay 


A COMEDY! i'r $ 
SCENE XII. Enter MorDzenT. N 


Mar 0 Calls) Mr. Cheveril! (Runs over to the 
door) Mr. Cheveril !— Tis impoſſible to | ſtop 
him! But no matter; the plan cannot fail: Len- 
nox by this time has her ſafe. Why ay! I have 
adviſed ! I have plotted, I have aided! And in 
what? Why the ruin of an innocent; who, while 
J looked and liſtened to her, I would have loſt 
my life to defend? Why was man endowed 
& with thought? It breeds but confuſion !- Fools 
ce have called it the gift of gods, wiſe men n | 


5 jt to be the medium of miſery,” 
SCENE XIII. Euler Mrs. SansNET. by 


Mrs. Sar. My lady, fir, deſires to know if 
he may have the honour'to ſee you Foros of 
Mor. What is the matter now? : 
+ Mrs. Sar. Oh! as to that, let my lady ſpeak! 
1 have got ill-blood enough, becauſe I would 
not take ſomebody's part. But that is all over. 
Mor. What is over? l 
Mrs. Sar. I have told my lady, often and 
often, how a gentleman's proud ſpirit might be 
brought down: but . would never liſten to my 


cuonſultation before. 

Mor. Before? 
Mrs. Sar. For ſaid I, my lady, you would be 
as merry as May, if you would but pluck up a 
ſpirit to take the Earl's advice, and leave all 
baſe ſeducers to their own courſe! 

Mor. You ſaid ſo? | 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, I did! I ſhould be no woman, if 
I would not take part with my ect] So we are all 
ready for moving; ſeeing as we are reſolved. 
For, ſaid I, if he ſhould fall at my feet and cry 


lis eyes out; I would not hear a word! 
F a2 __ Moro 
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Mor. Indeed! 

Mrs. Sar. Not but k haves as | aide a heart as 
another. But then, I would ſooner break _ 
heart than my own! __ 

Mor. What does this inſolent gabble n mean on 

Mrs. Sar. Why it means that my lady 
Prin to take her leave; and that — be 
mall be gone; and then it will be ſeen who will 
have moſt cauſe to repent. 

Mor, (Afide) Is it polſible? | 

-' Mts. Sar. 1 am ſure if 1 could have made 
folles-ha „I would have done it with all my 
heart an Galt But the fecret is out at laſt; 
and all is ſettled. Not but, for all Im ſo glad, 
I can't ſay but I'm ſorry in the main! for I'm 
ſure ec folks will be miſerable enough | and, 


though they . richly. deſerve it, one can't help = 


feeling for them, in ones heart. And fo, fir, as 
perhaps 1 ſhall-never ſee na uo more, ns bleſs 
x and mend you! 500 Lc 1 


SCENE XIV. Enter Lady Anus, 


| Lady A. Mr. Mordent, I am driven upon an 

agonizing taſk, which a too painful ſenſe of A. 
only could oblige me to execute. 

Mor. Proceed, Madam; apologies, for „ 
iger for inflicting pain, are quite unneceſſary! 

Lady A. Forgive me! Would it were 10 * 
ayoided! — You have a daughter? | 

Mor. Whence gain you that inclligence! F 

Lady A. From the Earl of Oldereſt, 

Mor. And what is his authority? 

Lady A. I know not, But I, it ſeems, Sage 
innocently been the cauſe that ſhe is diſowned 
and abandoned. Of ſuch-an act I cannot know- 
ingly conſent to be a moment guilty, The fatal 


+. <4 


period is come i that ſeparation v. which q ſo mach 
have dreaded, is inevitable! 

Mor. And heed PEI your fate with pa- 
tience. 

Lady A. C ruel man! ] do I deſerve this parting 
reproach ? | 

Mor. You deſerve? ? Who ſhall dare infnuate | 
itt 11 f 5 

Lady A. Happy n and paſt eee 
ruſh pon my mind with ſenſstiams unutter- 
able it cons 

Mor. I know! I know n am the vileſt of 
men! 3355 

Lady 4 Far ebm ſaying, ** from thinking 
ſo, I take my full ſhare of blame. How do 
know that the fault is not wholly mine? 
Mor. (Much moved) Madam 1 I— I requeſt 

I may be tortured by any thing but your candor, 
Lady A. I know I have loſt the envied art of 

W myſelf intelligible to your feelings] And 
how? You once were happy, tender, and prone 
to {mile at every look and word of mine! Of 
what fatal errors have I been guilty, that ſhould 
have wrought this change? | 

Mor. Oh, RAT Continue! my nerves 
are ſtrung ! 

Lady 4. To deſpair of recovering thoſe nol; 
timable bleſſings was quite ſufficient ! But to be 
the cauſe of baniſhing a child from a father's 
arms and heart? to caſt it an orphan on a tem- 
peſtuous world? No! whatever my other miſ- 
takes may have been, of that no "Ow ſhall ac- 
cuſe me! 

Mor. Right! let the guilt be all my own! _ 

Lady A. And now, I have one laſt requeſt ta 
make; which 1 conjure you, by all our for- 
mer affedion, not to deny! | 
F 3 Mor. 


* 
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Mor. To aſk favours, where there is neither 
the power to grant nor the deſire to be W 
is fruitleſs. | [14.4 5 

Lady 4. 1 am but too well acquaimed vith 
the ſtate of your affairs. 

Mor. A humane motive for parting! 4 

Lady 4. The ſettlements you made In We; in 
our early days of love, were ample. In the ſin- 
cerity of affection, I vowed, if ever they ſhould 
be neceſſary to your happineſs, that mom nt 
they ſhould again be yours. 

Mor. "(Greatly agitated) Madam? | 

Lady A. Pardon and endure this proof of my 
—_ The deeds are now in Mr. Clement's 

ſſeſſion: he will reſtore them to you. | | 

Mor. (Indignantly) Never! 

Lady A. Stop! Beware of raſhneſs! You are 
a father, and have a father's ſacred duties to ful- 
fil. Take home your daughter: make her what 
amends you can for the deſertion of a _ 


love. 
Mor. Tis too much! Scorpions could not 


ſting like this! 

Lally A. On this laſt occaſion, ſuffer a gleam of 
former kindneſs once more to warm your boſom. 
Money is a poor vehicle, for the affections of the 
ſoul ! a contemptible token of the love I have 
borne you |. but, ſuch as it is, for that love's 
ſake, give it welcome! A cold adieu I cannot take! 
It freezes my very heart! From my ſoul, I ever 
have loved, and ever ſhall love! Had I a hea- 
ven of happineſs to beſtow, would you but deign 
to accept it from me, it ſhould be yours. [ Ex. 

Mor. Why, ſo! fo! ſo!—lt rages! it burſts! 
it is complete! Let fate or fiends increaſe the 


miſery, if 2 1 can! | 
: SCENE 


49 
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SCENE: xv. Eau Doxars: | 


Dom: It's paſt! It's aw oer! My. forebodings 
are gh ry in 

(Auarned) Have you not. bound her 
72 | 
Don. Yes, yes! I hae-foond bert 

Mor. Have you! Where? 

Don. I'ze noo indeed a raſca go- between 8 
(Horror) But what are ye? | 

Mor. You ſay you have found her? 

Don. She is gone! She is ruined! Yere a 
wratch : the moſt meeſerable o' wratches ! 

Mor. Tormenting demon! What? Who?— 
Where have you been? 8 

Don. Lo Dover-ftreet! 

Mor. (Seized) Dover—?!.. 

Don. Tul the elritch limmer Enfield. 

Mor. (With terror) What do you ſay? 

Don. I was too late? A maiſter ſcoondrel, 
e'en as wecked as her ain father, had decoyed 
her intul his net! 

Mor. (Frenzy) Decoyed? 

Don. Lennox! Yeer friend; FRO, GFORF 

Mer. (Horror) From Enfield's = 

Don. Ha' not 1 toud Yer. | 3 

Mer. Lennox? Doyer- ſtreet ? Joanna? 3 

Don. Hear it, gin ye can, and live! Joanna! 
yeer child! Yeer guileleſs Joanna 

Mor. (Diftrafedly) Miſery of Hell! And was 
that Joanna ? That my child ? Celeſtial creature! 
And 1 the pit-digger ! 

(Pauſe—Defpair.) 

Don. (Alarmed at the agony of Hordent) Sir — 

Sir! Maiſter! 


Mor. (Starting) I the pander? 1 caſt her 
Fs: 1 * 
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ſhrieking on/ the bed of infamy, and chain her 
in the arms of luſt? Her father do this? | 
(Pauſe of fixed horror.) 

Don. Maiſter Dear Maiſter! Maiſter Mor- 
4 Dear Maiſter Mordent ! Speak! I'ze for- 
gi' ye! Why maiſter! I'ze pray for ye! I'ze die 
for ye! I'ze forgi' ye! 

Mor. (Starting from a profound trance of d how 
dency) Fly! Summon the ſervants! Arm your- 


Jelves! follow me to Park Lane! | [ Exit. 
Don. ( WD) Wann r Jock! 


5 N r. 


END or. der Foun, 1 


A G 1 


SC EN E 5 9 be Green Park, twilight. ; 
| MonpenT and LN Nox. | 


MorDEenrT. 
TE are now in private. 
Len. I am glad we are. WY. 

Mor. And now, Sir, I inſiſt on a ar nd 
explicit anſwer. Where have you lodged Jo- 
anna ? 

Len. Nay, Sir, where have you lodged Jo- 
anna? 25 
Mor. Mr. Lennox, I will not be trifled with ! f 
where is ſhe? 


Zen. Nor will I be trifled with, Mr. Mor- 
dent: I ſay where is ſhe? The contrivance was 
your own! I know you! The moment you. ſet 
your eyes on her you began your curſed plots, 


to ſecure her for yourſelf; and, when you found 
I would 


AC OASTDT in” Mm 


1 3 not give her up at your perſuaſion, you 
put them in practice while you treacherouſly pre- 
| tended to ſecure her to me.— I tell you, I know 

JOU... | 
Mor. This will not ſerve, fie, it is all evaſion. 
| Len. Ay, Airy it is evaſion! cunning, baſe, 
damned evaſion! and I affirm ſhe is in v your * 
M . wet HR | 

Mor. Mr. Lennox, I am at this moment a de. 
termined and deſperate man, and-muſt be anſwered 
— Where | is ſhe ? | 

Len. Sir, I am as determined and as deſperate as 
_ yourſelf,” and I ſay, where is ſh ae? wes your . 
can tell? | | 

Mor. *Tis falſe ! 

Len. Falſe? 

Mor. Ay, falſe! 

Len. (Going up to him.) He. i is the falſeſt of the 
falſe that dares whiſper ſuch a word! 


Mor. Hark you, fir, I underſtand your meaning, Ts 


and came purpoſely provided. (Draws a pair of 
Piſtols) Take your choice, They are loaded. 

Len. Oh, with all my heart! (Pre/ents at eme a 
diſtant.) Come, fir, 

Mor. (Approaching fternly) Nigher ! 

IT ( Approaching aaſpereten ) As nigh as you 

leaſe 1. |. 

Mor. (Placing bimſelf) Foot to foot ! 

Len. (Framicly—-both preſeming) Muzzle to 
muzzle! _ | 

Mor. ( Short pauſe) Why don” t you fire ? 

Len. Why don't you unlock your piſtol ? 

Mor. (After unlocking it) There : 
Len. Why do you turn it out of the line ?— 
(Drops his arm. Pauſe) I ſee your intention, Mor- 
dent! You are tired of life, and want me to mur- 
der you! Damn it, man, that is nor reaping Tous 

r1en 
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friend like a friend !—Kill me if you will, but don't t 
make me your aſſaſſin! 

. (Pauſe—both greatly affected 

Mer. (2 enderly.) Nay, kill me, or tel n me where 
you have lodged the wretched girl. 

Len. (With great energy.) Fiends ſeize me if I 
have lodged her any where, or know what is be- 
come of her. 

Mor. Your behaviour tells me you are ee. 
and to convince you at once that I am no leſs ſo, 
wa: not is my daughter! 5 

Len. (Seized.) Your daughter? 

Mor. The honeſt indefatigable Donald diſco- 


vered her at Enfield's ! 
Len. Murder my friend, and debauch his davgh- 


ter! 

Mor. (Deeply affected.) We are a Ane 
(They pauſe, and gradually recover from the deep 
paſſion with which they were tially Nixe )A gain 
and again, *tis a vile world. 

Len. (Eagerly.) I'll ſeek it through with you to 
find her. Forgive me? 

Mor. (Takes his hand.) Would 1 could forgive 
myſelf ! 

Len. (With animation.) But it ſeems then ſhe ar 
eſcaped, and is perhaps in ſafety. 

Mor. Oh that ſhe were Donald uſed to meet 
her here, in the Green Park, about this time of the 
evening. (Liſtens.) I hear the ſound of feet. (Looks.) 
*Tis not a woman. Let us retire among the trees, 
and keep on the watch. [bile they are ſeen . 


8 C ENE II. Euter CREVERIL. 


Chev. (Looking round with great anxiety. ) She is 
not here—ſhe is gone! For ever gone—gone— 
gone! I ſhall never more ſet eyes on her! I'll fire 


that infernal Dover-ſtreet * U piſtol Lennox! — 
I may 
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I may ee here till doomſday, and to no 
purpoſe. She would have been here had ſne been 
free. Ay, ay, ſhe is in thraldom; perhaps in the 
very gripe of vice Furies Lennox is a liar! 
I'll cut his throat !—PF'll hack him piece- meal! 
— I'll have her, or PII have his heart] +: 8 


-SEK N E III. Bias Joanna in men's. bleu. | 
CurveriL ſeen walking among the trees. 


Joanna. W hither ſhall I run where all 
I hide? How fly the purſuits of wicked men, 
and women ſtill more depraved ? I have neither 
houſe, home, nor friend on earth; and the for- 
titude that can patiently endure is my only re- 
ſource, What then? — Have I not eſcaped 


the dens of vice ?—Oh happineſs !—I have! —I 


have! And rather than venture in them again, 
welcome hunger, welcome cold, welcome the bare 
ground, the biting air, and the ſociety of brute 
beaſts. 
Cbev. (Advancing. ) What c can that youth want? 
Why is he watching here? (Walks round Foanna.) 

Joanna. As I live the young gentleman I ſaw this 
morning! What reaſon can he have for being in 
this place? 

_ Chev. He eyes me wh euridlity, 

Joanna. His intentions ſeemed good, for he firſt 
warned me againſt that wicked woman. 

Chev. Who can ſay, he may know her? He is a 
ſmart, handſome, dapper fellow : I don't like him. 

Joanna. I am not now confined by walls and 
bolts there can be no Gage, —ÞIl ſpeak. —-—- 
Fram ſir - 

Chev. (Aby upily.) Well, fir? 

Joanna. Have you ſcen a young perſon—? 

Chev. (Eagerly.) A lady 
Joanna. Les. | 
Chev, 
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Chev. (Rapialy.) With blue eyes, auburn hair, 
aquiline noſe, ivory teeth, carnation lips, raviſning 
mouth, un neck, a form divine, and an 
angel face? | IG. FOR FLY 
Joanna. Have you ſew bert J 

Chev Are you acquainted with that lady 2 

Joanna. Iam NT ago with a lady, but not 
an angel. 

Chev. Ah! then it is not her, ( eaten. ) * 
you are her her lover? | 
Joanna. Humph--I—I love her. 

Chev. You do! (Aſde.) I'll be FOR death of 
him !—And ſhe loves you ? 

Joanna. Why —Yes. | 

Chev. 455 ©. I * * an end 10 > him Are 
you married? 

Joanna. No. | ALY > 10 17 

ev. You—you mean to marry her 4 

oanna. No. 

. - Chev. Is ſhe then loſt to virtue: ? 

Joanna. Who dare ſuppoſe it? 

- Chev. Ay! who dare? Il cut the villain” 8 throat 
that dares ! 

Joanna. She has indured inſult, eouſtrains; 300 
violence; but not guilt. | 

Chev. Guilt? No; ; not wilful guilt ; impoſſible ! 
But then—ls ſhe ſafe ? Is ſhe ſafe? 

Joanna. Diſowned by her family, expoſed to the 
ſnares of vice, houſeleſs, hopeleſs, not daring to 
approach the wicked haunts of men, ſhe wanders 
forlorn and deſolate, We to ſuffer, diſdaining to 
complain. 

Chev. Tell me where! I will reſcue, defend, 
protect, cheriſh, love, adore, die for her! 

oanna. Is your heart pure? Have 1 no ſelfiſh 


diſhoneſt v;poles ? 
diol Chev, 
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Chev. 1180 came you to imagine, an that I or 
any man durſt couple her and Ann even in a 
thought? N 
Juoanna. Meet me here to-morrow at ten, 

Chev. You! 5 
Joanna. You ſhall ſee her. 
| Chev. See her! Shall I ? 
Joanna. V ou ſhall, . / 

Chev. My dear friend ! ( Catches ber in bi —_—_ 
T'll make your fortune At nine? | 

Joanna. Ten. 

Chev. Could not I fee her 8 1 

Joanna. To-morrow Joanna will meet you. 

Cbev. Joanna ? Is that her dear name? 

Jeans. It is. | 

Chev. Delightful ſound! The ſweet Joanna! 
The divine Joanna ! My heart's beſt blood is not ſa 
precious as Joanna = 

1 1 But pray where do you live? 

Chev. Joanna !—In Portland- Place. 

Joanna. Your nane? 

. Chev. Joanna \—Cheveril : Hans Cheyeri.— 
Joanna ge ſure you don't forget. : 
Joanna. I'll be punctual. 


SCENE IV. MozpenT appearing among the trees. 


Joanna. Who's here (Glides behind a tree.) 

Chev. Joanna !—At eight did not you fay : — 
Where is he gone — Sir! Sir! [Runs off ſcebing. 
Mor. I heard the name repeated ! e Who 
is it here that knows Joanna? A 

Joanna. | ( Appearing) I do. 

Mor. Sir! Do you! Wan. and what! Where 2 
— Is ſhe ſafe ? 

Joanna. I hope ſo. 5 obs 

- Mor. But Where, Sir, where? 

Joanna. (Aſide) Tis Mr. Mordent! (Abudy: 
hs yu Ts age on | | | 

ack Mer 1 
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Mor. For heaven's ſake, Sir, do not rormient 
me by delay, but tell me where ſhe is. 

2 muſt not. 2 

or. (Seizing her arm) But, Sir, 1 13 7 muſt, 

and ſhall! 

Joanna. ( Firmly) Sir, you miſtake, if you ſuppoſe 
menaces can prevail. - 

Mor. Excuſe me! I would give my right hand 


to know what it appears you can tell. 
oanna. I can tell nothing, 'till 1 am firſt made 
acquainted with your true motives. _ 
Mor. And will you inform me then? 
Joanna. Provided I am certain of their purity. 
Mor. Know then that I pant for a fight of her 
once more, to do her the little juſtice that is yet in 
-my power. Know, the wrongs ſhe has received 
from me are irreparable, vile, ſuch as could not 
have happened but in this worſt of worlds! Know 
that 1, her natural guardian, have been her actual 
perſecutor ; that I drove her to the abode of in- 
famy ; that I became the agent of her- ruin, the 
plotter againſt her chaſtity; and that, when I had 
ſer the engines of darkneſs and hell at work to en- 
ſure her everlaſting wretchedneſs, I then diſcovered 
[th horror] ſhe was my daughter ! beds 
Faanna. Sit! — Your daughter Tou! ? You my 
father! * | | | 
Mor. How! 
Foanna. (Falling at bis fret and ſnaiching bis 
hand.) Oh! | 
Mor. Can it be ?—My child— M Joanna? 
_ (Eagerly raiſing and regarding ber again.) * is! It 
is! (Falling on her neck.) | 
Joanna. My father! 
Mor. My child! And innocent? 
anna. As your own wiſhes; or the word father 
ſhould never have eſcaped my lips! This dreſs 
was the diſguiſe conveyed to me, by which J effect- 


ed my eſcape. I can ſuffer any thing but diſ- 
honour, | | More 
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Mor. A father? Oh I do not deſerve thee! 
Ido not deſerve thee ! (Gazing ara) Once 
2 let me fold thee to my heart! 

Len. (Without, at a diſtance. ) Zounds, fire 


5 Chev. (Without.) I inſiſt, fir! 
Foannu. I hear voices. [They retire. : 


"SCENE V. Enter Bagh Tf and LEN NOX. 


Chev, Oh for ſwords, daggers, piſtols! 
Mor. (To 4 Joanna.) This way! _ 
 [Exeunt Wor Jait and Joanna. 

Len. Confound your impertinent freaks; they 
have ſtopped my mouth this half hour! I would 
have told you all I knew inſtantly, but for your in- 
fulting paſſion ! 
Chev. Did not you ſay Jou would not tell me 
where ſhe is? 

Len. 1 ſaid I could not. 

Chev. Why there now. 

Ten. But I ſuſpect I can tell more at preſent, if 
you will but hear. 

Cbev. Sdeath, then, why don” t you? 5 

Len. Will you be ſilent ?—I had a glimpſe of 
Mordent this moment, in converſation with a youth. 

Chev. Well? . 

Len, It was the identical dreſs I ſent as a diſguiſe 
to Joanna. 

Chev. How! 

Len. And ſuſpect that very Sith to be Joanna 
herſelf. 

Chev. (RecolleFing) By Heaven, and ſo it is { 
(Anger and fear.) In the poſſeſſion of Mordent ? 

Len. Be patient—there is a ſecret. —His claims 
ſuperſede all others. 

Chev. His claims !—By every power of heaven 
and hell 

Len. (Catching his arm.) Be patient I tell you; 


hei is his daughter! 
' + $25 Chev. 
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Chev. (Momentary cn nee 25 N ſweet 
. ? his daughter? 

Len. Even ſo, 

Chev. His daughter? Surah My-« end = 
nox ! (Hugs him in his arms.) Hurrah! (In extacy.) 
Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Hurrah ! His 2 # 
Hurrah ! Hurrah ! Hurrah! |  [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. The Houſe of Mozvavr. , 


CLEMENT and Mrs. 'SanaNuT: 


Clem. Are you ſure it was Mr. Mordent ? © 
Mrs. Sar. I tell you, fir, I was on the watch, and 
opened the door myſelf, Take care, my dear, ſaid 
he, to the ſham gentleman-lady ; and handed her 
in as 4 The monſter My lady 1 is be- 
witched ! e is fabricated She can't quit the 
Houſe, I am ſure he muſt have nailed an inviſible 
horſe- ſhoe to the threſhold ! 

Clem. But how do you know this pretended 
youth to be a woman? 

Mrs. Sar. Did not I hear? I held the catdle 
full flare in her face; it was a perfect piFer I ne- 
ver ſaw the ike.—So ſhe is to be brought home; 
truly !—Such IT impudencel But ho go 
to my lady. | 

Clem. Be cavtious : you may do miſchief, . 

Mrs. Sar. I don't care! I am reſolved to fab:- 
late and confound facts. So then, having a fufficient 
dearth of proofs, we ſhall fail off in the charut; and 
be properly received by the Earl, the Viſcount, and 
the Biſhop ; and be ſquired into the hall; and be 
kiſſed for joy; and ſhall ſwim airs into the 
boſom of the family. | \[ Exit: 


SCENE vil. Enter Carveniy baffihe-- 


; .Chev, Dear Clement, have ouch 1 Mr. Mor- 
ent? 


0 7 em. 
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Clem. No: l am in ſearch of him, on affairs of 
| the utmoſt importance, 
Chev. So am I. | 
Clem. No leſs than the recovery or total loſs of 
his mortgaged lands. 
_ Chev, How ? | ; 
Clem. I am in great need of advice, and ſhould 
be glad to conſult you. - 
Chev. Conſult !—'Sdeath, man, I am in a hurry! 
I cannot reſt till I have found him. 
Clem. Nay, but on the deciſion of the moment 
his ruin or ſafety depends. 
Chev. Indeed ! If fo, my impatience muſt wait. 
What is it? 
Clem. I hear footſteps.— This way. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VIIL Euer Moxpenr and Jo. 


Mor. Yes, dear girl, your rare endowments ſur= 


paſs my hopes; and, convinced as I am that beauty 
is deſtructive, and wiſdom * I joy to find 
you thus . 

Joanna. Wait to know me better. I fear you 
ſhould prize me above my worth. 

Mor. How ſhall I reward it? F 00] chat Jam, 
madman that J have been. | 
Joanna. (Rapturouſiy 5 ing his hand. ) This f is 

my rich reward | 

Mor. I have told you in part my deſperhte ſitua- 
tion. If Grime would but give honeſt evidence — 
But of that there is little hope. 

Joanna. My greateſt fear ariſes from what you 
have ſaid of Lady Anne. I muſt not, will not be 
the cauſe of ſeparation. 

Mor. Let me do her juſtice: She is a miracle of 
forbearance. I have hated and ſpurned at the 
kindneſs I did not deſerve. Her perſeverance in 
good has been my aſtoniſhment and my torture. 

x Joanna. 
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Joanna. Oh that 1 could ſee you reconciled ! 
Oh that J could gain the love of ſuch a lady! 
Mor. Of that, ſweet girl, you are certain. Len- 
nox is with her, and by this ſhe knows your ſtory ; 
and I am ſure adores your virtue. 

Lady A. (Without.) Where is ſhe ? 

Mor. | hear her. 


8 C ENE IX. Enter]. Aby Anne. 


Lady A. Oh! noble girl! (Runs and embraces 
Foanna.) Forgive this rude tumult of affection, 
which I cannot reſtrain. — 

Joanna. Is it poſſible? 

Lady A. Mr. Mordent, you are now a million 
fold more dear to me. 

Mor. I cannot bear it! 

Lady A. Will you be my daughter! ? 

1 Oh, madam! . 

ady A. Will you? 
anna. Adverſity I could endure, but this un- 
hoped- for tide of bleſſings overpowers me. 

Mor. Oh, how I hate myſelf! | 

Lady A. And Why? —Can you be ignorant of 
the virtuous ſtruggles which have cauſed the con- 
flict you have felt? The ſtrength of theſe ſenſations 

ſhew how fitted you are to be great and good. 
Mor. To be a 1 dare not think! 

Lady A. Indeed you are wrong. Had I not been 
guilty of a thouſand errors, you never would have 
had occaſion for this {elf reproach. Like cowards, 
we both have ſhunned inquiry. Let us be more 
courageous ; let us affectionately communicate our 
mutual miſtakes, and while we examine we ſhall 
correct the mind, expand the heart, and render our- 

ſelves dear to each other, and beneficent to the 
Whole world. | 

Mor. Oh ſhaine, ſhame ! 


Lady 
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Lady A. Nay, my love= — 
Joanna. My dear father! | 
Mor. Well, well, I will endure a a little 


longer, if it be but to hate myſelf. 


SCENE X. Enter CuEVERIUL, Hing to Joanna, 


Chev. My life! my ſoul ! my precious Joanna! 

Mor. They will perſuade me preſently that hap- 
pinels is poſſible !—You have cauſe, 3 to thank 
Mr. Cheveril ? 

Joanna. Oh, gh He has a heart of the nobleſt 
ſtamp. 

Mor. Ay! every body right! All ant except 
myſelf: I am caſt into the ſhade; a kind of demon, 
grinning in the dark 

Chev. Come, come, guardian, diſmiſs theſe 
ſombre familiars, they have plagued you long 
enough. Clement is in eager ſearch of you, to 
communicate ſecrets of the utmoſt 1 importance con- 
cerning his uncle. 

Mor. The villain! 

Chev. Yes;—he is below, half diſtracted, foam- 
ing with rage, and acculing every ſerovar in the 
houſe with having ſtolen his book ! I hear him— 
Pray keep back My ſweet Joanna, but for a mo- 
ment. 

4 . 


SCENE IX. Enter Linas; 2 


Item. ¶ Looking about eagerly.) *Tis gone ! tis 
loſt! I am undone! I am murdered! I am be- 
trayed I ſhall be proſecuted, pilloried, fined, caſt 
in damages, obliged to pay all, to refund all, to re- 
linquiſn all I—afi—all—all! I'll hang myſelf !— 
111 drown myſelf - I'll cut my throat Mordent ; 
has got it!—All my ſecrets, all my projects, all 

G2 my 
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my rogueries,—paſt, preſent, and to come !—Oh 


that I had never been born Oh that 


SCENE XII. Enter CLEMENT. 


Item. (Runs up io him.) Have you ſeen my 
book ? Give it me! Where is my book? 
Clem. What book ? - | 
Item. My account book! my ſecrets! myſelf! 
my ſoul ! my heart's blood ! (Seizes Clement's coat 
laps, and ſearches.) I have it—'tis here—] feel it! 
em. (Defending himſelf.) Yes, ſir, tis here: Be 
pacified. „ . 
Item. (Aſaultisg.) I won't! I won't! I'Il have it! 
Give it me! I'll ſwear a robbery ! T'll have you 
hanged ! 
Clem. (Takes a book ſealed up out of bis pocket.) 
This book, fir, I conſider as a ſacred truſt; and 
part with it to you I muſt not. 1 55 
Item. You ſhall part with it, villain! You ſhall ! 
I'll have your ſoul! Tis mine! I'll have your 
heart! Tis mine! I will have it! I will have it! 
I will have it! (Violently aſſaulting him.) 
Clem. You ſhall have heart, life, and foul firſt! 
Item. (Falls on his knees.) My dear nephew | 
My good boy! My kind Clement! I'll ſupply 
all your wants! I'll pay all your debts ! I'll never 
deny any thing you aſk ! I'll make you my heir 
Clem. You are the agent of Mr. Mordent, whom 
I fear you have deeply wronged. I have a painful 
duty to perform ; but juſtice muſt be obeyed : no- 
thing muſt or ſhall bribe me to betray an injured _ 
man. 
Ttem. I'll give you ten thouſand pounds! III 
give you twenty! PI] give you fifty! Would you 
rob and ruin your uncle? Would you put him in 
the pillory ? Would you ſee him hanged? (Falls 
upon him again.) Villain! I will have it! Tis mine! 
1 will! I will! Thieves! Robbers! Murder! Fire! 
SCENE 
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SCENE ite loft. Enter Mr. Mozvent, Lady 


ANNE, Lennox, CLEMENT, GRIME, DONALD, 
JoaNnNa, and CHEVERIL. 


Mor. (With the book.) I am glad Mr. Item, 
that your inattention and your nephew's inflexible 
honeſty have afforded me the means of doing my- 
ſelf juſtice : that is all I require. 

Len. Here is double teſtimony; your hand- 
writing and your agent. 

Item. (To Grime.) Have you impeached then: ? 

Grime. I am a villain, a raſcal, a cut-throat! 

Mor. Mr. Clement, your worth and virtue are 
beyond my praiſe. 

Clem. If my conduct eſcape cenſure, it is more 
than I expect. 

Mor. If it meet not retribution, all ſenſe of juſ- 
tice is loſt, Donald! 

Joanna. (Preſſing Donald's hand.) My watchful 
guide | My never failing friend! 

Chev. Your hand, old boy ! You and I muſt 
ſettle accounts. I am I know not how many ſcore 
pounds a year in your debt. 

Mor. What then am I? 

Joanna. And I? 1 

Don. Hoot awa ! Gin ye wad pay Donald, it 
mun nae be vi' yeer dirty ſiller; it mun be wi 


Foeer affactions. 


Joanna. True, my noble protector! ! (K7 72 Bis 
hand with great energy.) 
Don. Why ay, noo! That's a receipt in foo ?— 
It makes my hairt gi' fic an a bang 

3 Honeſt worthy ſoul. And now to recon- 
Clle— 

Chev, Come, come; make no ſpeeches. 1'1l 

ſettle the buſineſs. I am the proper perſon. I 
have eight thouſand a year, and ten thouſand in my 


1 ? (To Item.) Is it ten or ſeventeen? 
Item. 


| 
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Fem. Seventeen 

Chev. Joanna ſhall be queen of joy, pleaſure, 
and happineſs. Honeſty, here, ſhall ſettle all his 
1}1-gotten gains on his nephew: Lennox, as a bache- 
lor's pennance, ſhall marry his houſemaid: You, 
Guardian, ſhall change your ſyſtem of evil for 
practical good: Lady Anne ſhall become more pa- 
tient and kind—if ſhe know how : and old Mo- 
loch (To Grime) ſhall go hang himſelf, 

Len. Spoken like an oracle. 

Chev. Why then, toſs up your caps, farewel to 
folly, long life to one and twenty, and mirth, health, 
and happineſs to all ! p . 

Lady A. How ſtrange are the viciſſitudes of for- 
tune! With what gloom was the dawn overcaſt! 
How have the ſtorms of this memorable day riſen, 
and increaſed even to horror! And now how bright 
the proſpect ; and how glowing the hope that it ex- 2 
cites! Cheriſh it, kind friends, with your ſmiles : | 
and, in the gentle ſlumbers of the night, let us 
joyfully dream that we ſtill merit, and ſtill obtain, 

pour willing favour, | 


4 AP ; 54 [The Curtain drops, 


EPILOGUE. 


PP ID OY UK 


Mrs. Pope, Miß WaALLISs, and Mrs. Marrocks come 
| forward, 


Mrs. POPE. 
A ND now, thrice gentle friends, our plotting ended, 
We hope you're pleas'd—at leaſt, not much offended? 

Surely, you'll own it was a little moving, 

To ſee a modern wife ſo very loving! 

Who deems the marriage vow a thing expedient ! 

And is at once meek ! Faithful ! and obedient! 

Sueh whims were common in the golden age: 

And ftill they may be met with—on the ſtage : 
But grant they now are falſe, paſt contradiction, 

We hope they yet may be endur'd—in fiction. 


| Mis WALLIS. 

You've heard that good Queen Beſs had maids of honour; 

Whoſe courtly trade it was to wait upon her; 

To quaff brown ſtout, yet not be overtaken, 

Breakfaſt on beef, and ſup on eggs and bacon? 

In thoſe ftrange days, I can't ſay what might happen! 

Virtue might, then, be thought the woman's weapon ! 

But daughters now like me, whate'er we feign, 

No where exiſt; but in a poet's brain! | 
Such blunders are too groſs! No ſoul can brook em! 

And yet I wiſh, for once, you'd overlook 'em. 


AU. MATTOCKS. 


Poor Man! He's mad ! An heir of one and twenty, * 
With frolicks, freaks, and pounds and paſſions plenty, 
Who, being told where he may purchaſe beauty, # 
Begins to cant of conſcience, love, and duty? 

Was ſuch ſtuff ever heard? Ye ſprigs of faſhion, 

Say, 1s it thus you treat the tender paſſion ? 

*Ere ſuch ſhall be the picture of our youth, 
Earthquakes ſhall come, and prophets ſhall ſpeak truth! 

Yet, put him not in poet's purgatory ; | 

For, ſhould you damn-him, we ſhall all be ſorry. 


Mis WALLIS. 
Then be ſweet temper d 


Mr.. MAT TO CRS. 
Grant the man his cauſe} 


Mrs. POPE. 
And once more make us bleſt in your applauſe; 
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